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incey a maga- 

Eine writings drawn np by Mr. H. G. Boho, ant; inserted 
in the article " Quincey, De," in his edition of Lowndes's 
Bibliographer's Manual, has been of much use ; and among 
smaller memoirs consulted I may mention the article on 
De Quincey in the current edition of the -EncydopiBdia 
Britanniea, written by Mr, J. E. Findlay, one of the most 
intimate friends of De Quincey in his last years. At va- 
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PREFATORY NOTE. 

PoK matters of fact in the following p^es the cMcf so- 
thorities are the collective edition of De QuJncey's worka, 
in sisteen volumes, published by Messrs. A. & G. Black, 
of Edinburgh, and the Life of De Quincey, in two vol- 
nmes, by Mr, H. A. Page (London, John Hogg & Co., 
1877). This last, the only extensive and complete Life 
of De Quincey in the language, conttuns a lai^e quantity 
of biogp'aphical information supplied to Mr. Page by the 
family of De Quincey, and by friends and correspondents 
of hia, much of it in the form of interesting letters and 
papers never before made public. Such information had 
long been desired in vaiu ; and till the appearance of Mr. 
Page's work little more was known about De Quincey'a 
life than had been revealed by himself in the autobio- 
graphical portions of his writings. While, however, Mr. 
Page's work and those autobiographical writings of Do 
Quincey have been the main authorities for facta and 
dates, there have been miscellaneous gleanings from other 
quarters. The chronological list of De Quincey's maga- 
zine writings drawn up by Mr. H. G. Bohn, and inserted 
in the article " Quincey, De," in his edition of Lowndes's 
Bibliographer's Manual, has been of much use; and among 
smaller memoirs consulted I may mention the article on 
De Quincey in the current edition of the Eneydopadia 
Britannka, written by Mr. J. E. Findlay, one of the most 
intimate friends of De Quincey in his last years. At va- 
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rions points a little independent research has been found 
necessary, cliiefly in the form of an inspectioa of the old 
Tolaraes of the magazines and other periodicala in which 
De Quincej's papers originally appeared. For the rest, I 
have some advantage in having myself met and conversed 
vith De Qaincey, so as to retain a perfect recollection of 
bis appearance, voice, and manner, and in being familiar 
with the scenes amid which he spent the last nine-and- 
twenty years of his life. 
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[1785-1796.] 
Dk QuiKCET took some pains to explain that hia family 
was not, as the form of the name might suggest, a recent 
French impoitatioD into England, but had come in with 
the ConqueftL Genealogists, indeed, £nd that the first, of 
the English De Qninoeys was a certain companion of the 
Conqueror, named Richard, prohably of Norwegian de- 
scent, though hailing more immediately from the village 
or dbtrict of Quincd, in French Normandy. His descend- 
ants became great personages in England, reaching their 
highest in one or two De Quioceya who were Earls of 
"Winchester in the thirteenth century. De Quincey, while , 
dwelling with fondness on those associations with his name, 
admits that the Earls of Winchester, and their shadowy, 
Cmsadrng retinue, "suddenly came to grief;" and that 
most of the English De Quinceya, for many generations 
before his own time, had been very insignificant and ob- 
scure persons. With other English families of like origin, 
they had dropped the aristocratic profix De; in addition to 
which they had consented, in the easy old days of option- 
al spelliag, to be Quiaei/e, or QuiTwies, or Quittceys, just as 
it might please their neigh hours. 
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It seems to have been De Qainccy himself — though he 
does not mention the matter — who resuscitated the prefi* 
Be (which he always wrote, however, with the small d, and 
not with the capital) in his particular branch of the fami- 
ly. His father, at all events, called himself Thomas Qiiin- 
cey. This father of De Quincey must have been a rather 
interesting man. He ia described by his son as having 
been " literary to the extent of having writteD a book ;" 
which book has been identified by very recent research 
with an anonymous octavo volume or pamphlet published 
in London in 1775, and entitled A Short Tourin the Mid- 
land Counties of England, performed in the Svmmer of 
1772: together with an Aeeaunt of a Similar Excursion 
undertaken September, 1774. The greater part of the con- 
tents of the volume had previously appeared in five success- 
ive instalments in the Oentleman'g Magazine for May, June, 
July, August, and September, 1774, nnder the title "A 
Tour in the Midland Counties of England, performed in 

the Summer of 1772. (By T Q .)" And the 

separate piihlication, as a preface explains, was occasioned 
partly by the author's resentment of the liberties that had 
been taken with the original text by the editor of the 
magazine, and partly by a desire to improve the piece into 
" a less soporific potion for the mental taste of his friends." 
Though in the form of brief business-like notes, the per- 
formance is altogether very creditable. The jottings give 
the author's observations of the state of farming, draining, 
manufactures, mining industry, &c., in the district trav- 
ersed, with hints of decided opinions of his own on sev- 
eral vexed economic questions. There is an eye also for 
the picturesque in scenery, and for architectural beauties 
or defects in towns, churches, and country-seats; and the 
atyle is that of a well-educated man, accustomed to write 
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Engliah. Once or twice the laogu^c rises towards the 
poetic, and once there is an admiring quotation from Beat^ 
tie's Minstrel, the first part of which had recently appear- 
ed. At the time of this first and only literary venture of 
Dq Qaincey's father he cannot have been more than three- 
and-twenty years of age ; and one infers, from the matter 
of the performance, that he was then residing in London, 
in soTDQ commercial occupation which took him occasion- 
ally on a circuit northwards. There is a snggestiou of pre- 
j'loaa acqoalntdnce with Lincolnshire, and of some special 
connesioD with that county. There would be little diffi- 
culty, we suppose, in investigating these antecedents of the 
interesting T, Q. of 1VV4; meanwhile, what concerns ua 
here is, that within about five years from that date he is 
found settled in Manchester as a rising merchant, with hia 
town-house or place of business in Fountain Street, and 
with extensive transactions and correspondence — especial- 
ly with Portugal, America, and the West Indies. He had 
then married a Miss Penson, a lady of very good family 
oonnesions, two brothers of whom, younger than heraelf, 
went OQt soon afterwards to Bengal as officers in the ser- 
vice of the East India Company. Of this marriage there 
were bom, between 1779 and 1792, eight children in all, 
fonr of them sons and four daughters. Our Dc Quincey — 
the fifth cliild and the second son — was bom on the 16th 
of August, 1785, when his father was about thirty-three 
years of age, and his mother aboat three years younger. 

1 of De Qnincey have been wonderfully 
Q the statement that he was born at a country- 
house of his father's, called Greeuhay, in what was then 
a perfectly rustic neighbourhood, about a mile out of Man- 
chester, The statement is a blunder. De Qnincey him- 
self distinctly informs us that he was bom in Manchester, 
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though he passed the whole of Iiis childhood, after the 
first few weeks of his existence, in a rui'»l seclusion near 
the town. He informs us further that this suburban se- 
clusion, the habitual abode of the family after hia birth, 
as distinct from the town-house or place of business which 
bis father continued to keep up in Fountain Street, was 
first in " a pretty rustic dwelling" called The Farm, and 
not till about 1791 or 17S2 in the larger country-house of 
Oreenhay, which Ins father had then just built and equip- 
ped at an expense of about 6000^. The name Qremhay, 
he adds, was then an invention of his mother's, partly la 
recognition of the vicinity of a hamlet called Oreeniull, 
and partly to signify, by revival of the old English word 
hay., meaoing hedge or hedge -row (same as the French 
haie), that the domicile was characteristically a country 
mansion, with lawns and gardens, sequestered within gates 
and a verdant ring-fence. The priority of "The Farm" 
to " Greenhay " is indubitable. 

In the life of De Qulncey even such a trifle is worth 
noting. In no autobiography do the recollections of mere 
iofancy and childhood occupy so much space, or count for 
so much, as in his. Accordingly, while the general impres- 
sion he conveys of himself from his second or third year 
onwards is that of a very diminutive, sby, sensitive, and 
dreamy child, moving about, when out-of-doors, always 
on green turf or in garden-walks, and witbin-doors always 
among young brothers and sisters, in a house of wealthy 
and even luxurious elegance, the actual incidents of bis 
infaitcy and childhood, which be has embalmed for us so 
carefully in such marvellous prose, have to he distributed 
between the two habitations above named, once visible on 
the rustic margin of Manchester, hut now engulfed in its 
brick and uproar. It was at "The Farm" that he had 
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the " remnrkAble dream of terrific grandeur about a ftt- 
yonrite nurae," which proved to him afterwards that his 
dreaming t^ndeccies had been constitutional ; it was horo 
tliat the first »eiise of pathos Lad coiuo over him, in watch- 
ing, very early in spring, the appenranco of some crocuses ; 
and it was here that he had his fifst experiences of death 
in s household. Of his three sisters older tlian himself, 
Jane, the second in age, died before he was two years old ; 
and he could remember the whisper that ran through the 
house, muffled so aa not to reach his mother, of some harsh 
treatment of the dying sufferer by one of the female aet- 
Tants. Then, four years later, came the death of the eld- 
est sister, Elizabeth, the gentlest and best beloved, his in- 
Btructress and constant companion, whoso imago, and the 
dgns of whose noble iDtcllectual promise in her face and 
forehead, though she had not attained her tenth year, were 
to dwell with him, like a Tisionarj gnardiansbip from tiie 
spiritual worid, through aJl the future yeara of his own 
life. Who can forget the pages in which lie tells of the 
trance of reverie and delirium which fell upon him that 
bright midsummer day, when he had stolon alone into the 
chamber where the little corpse lay, and, in the flood of 
eunshine that streamed into the chamber from the cloud- 
less sty without, there seemed suddenly to moan forth a 
solemn wind, "a wind that might have swept the fields of 
mortality for a thousand centuries," rising and swelling 
till the eye partook of the magic of the ear, and the bil- 
lows of unearthly music seemed to tend to a shaft that 
ran upwards in quest of the throne of God? All these 
incidents, in their literal original, or in the transfiguration 
given to them by poetic memory, have to be referred to 
the period when " Greenhay " was yet to come ; and when 
we do enter that hoase, in the year 1793, it is with the 
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knowledge of a new fact in the family history. De Qui 






is father 

they would not have known eac 
though in the prime of his mai 
prey of a pulmonary consuniptii 



renth year, had seen, be tells us, eo little 



chance, 

1 other. The merchant, 
hood, had long been the 
>n ; and for several years 



he had heen in the hahit, for the benefit of his health, while 
attending to his foreign and colonial bualness transactions, 
of residing as much as possible in Lisbon or Madeira, or 
in some of the West India Islands, with but occasional 
visits to England. But, one day, when the house of Green- 
bay was Blill somewhat of a novelty, and the mother had 
gone to meet her invalid husband at the port where he 
was expected, it was known to the children that their fa- 
ther waa coming home. lie was coming home, in fact, 
to die. For hoars, in the summer evening, the children 
and servants had been on the lawn before the house, listen- 
ing for the sound of wheels in the winding lane that led 
frona the main road ; and it was not till near midnight that 
the horses' heads emerged from the gloom, the carriage 
then approaching the house at a hearse-like pace, and the 
white pillows on which the invalid was propped catching 
the eye of the child and striking his imagination with a 
ghastly effect. For several weeks the invalid languished 
on a sofa, his quietest and most dreamy child admitted to 
him in his waking hours more than the rest, and standing 
beaido him with the rest when he died. 

By the father's death the family, consisting of the 
mother and six children, the last posthumously born, was 
left poorer than it had been, hut still in clear possession 
of 1600?. a year. The allowance for each of the four sons 
was to be 1501. a year, and that for each of the two sur- 
viving daughters 100/. a year, while the rest seems to 
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have been left at the disposal of the mother. lu the 
gnardiaoahip of the children till they came of age there 
veTG associated nith the mother four selected frieods of 
the father, living in or near Manchester; but the real 
management for the time was with the mother. De 
Quincey's mentiona of his mother are uniformly respectful 
and rererent, with just a shade of critical remark on that 
eide of her character which ruled her relations to him- 
self. Of stately social ways and refined tastes, and of 
even rare natnra! endowments, she was, De Quincey says, 
though in no sense professedly a literary woman, ^ot\ 
emphati cally '' an intellectual woman," whose letters \ 
among her friends, if they could have been collected and 
published, would have been found hardly inferior, for the 
racy grace of their idiomatic English, to those of Lady 
Maiy Wortley Montagu. But there was, he hints, a 
touch too much of Roman finnneas or hardness in her, 
which, especially after her friendship with Hannah More 
and other notables of the Claphsm Evangelical Sect had 
confirmed bcr in their rigid views of religion, disqualified 
her for the peculiarly sympathetic treatment required by 
at least one of her sons. The present writer knew a 
venerable lady who, in her youth, had seen much of De 
Quincey's mother; and her acconnt tallied closely with 
De Quincey's own. Indeed, this venerable lady, being 
herself a strict religionist of the antique evangelical type, 
retained to the last an opinion of De Quincey which she 
had probably caught from colloquies with his mother con- 
cerning him in his most dubious days. A stately woman, 
every inch a lady, moving in the beat coanty circles, and 
with her feet on the Kock of Ages — such was, and always 
had been, De Quincey's mother. As for the son, celebrity 
or DO celebrity, what was he bat a waif? 
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For four yeara after the death of De Quincey'a father, 
or from 1792 to 1796, the widow continued to live at 
Greenhay, with her orphan children about her, doing her 
beat for their edncatioD. Wc hardly know when De 
Quincey began to read and write ; bnt, from all he tells 
DB of the yeara of his life that have now been sketched, 
one infers that, with perhaps too little masic or other 
kindred recrention in the hoaee, reading had been abao- 
lutely unrestricted for him and his sisters, and that he 
had been always with one of them when he could, or in a 
quiet comer by himself, conning some delicious piece of 
jnvenile verse or prose. Dr, Johnson and Cowper were 
then the English authors of greatest recent repute; but, 
in addition to the Bible, it is of Mrs. Barbauld'a books 
and the Arabian Niffkts that we hear as first fascinating 
the De Quincey children and moving them to questions. 
In one very suggestive chapter, treating of the power of 
indtvidnal psssages in books to find oat the minds fitted 
for their reception, De Quincey cites as an instance in his 
own case the effect npon him, in his childhood, of the 
opening passage in the story of Aladdin. That there 
should be a magician dwelling in the depths of Africa, 
and aware of an encbantfid lamp, imprisoned somewhere 
in a subterranean chamber, which eould be found out only 
by the child predestined for the adventure, and that this 
magician, by putting his car to the ground and listening 
to the sounds of the footsteps of all the human beings 
living on the globe, should know for certain that the 
predestined finder of the Inmp was a little boy then 
running about, thousands of miles ofi, in the streets of 
Bagdad, was a revelation of the universal connexions of 
things which gave rise to no end of pondering. This 

QJn the Arabian ^iphts, and an anecdote of noble re- 
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veDge picked out of an lustorical miHcellany, were, we are 
given to understand, the pasaagea of literature that had 
fastened most strongly un the little Dc Quincey at the 
time when his sister Elizabeth was still alive to share Ms 
entliUEiaams. At the date at which we have now arrived, 
however, there was a change of eircnmstanoea. The boy 
had come to an age when home-teaching and miscellaneooa 
voluntary reading were to be supplemented by Eomethiag 
more regular, in the shape of daily lessons under a tutor 
couvaniently near. Tbe tutor cboseo was the Rev. S. H., 
one of the gnardians of the children by their father's will, 
and then curate of a church in the part of Manchester 
called Salford. To the house of this Mr. S. H., about 
two miles from Grreenhay, the little fellow was to trudge 
daily for his leseone in the morning, returning in the after- 
noon. This would not have mattered much If he had re- 
mained still the eldest boy iu the Greenhay household. 
Bat, since the father's death, there had come to live at 
Greenhay, and to partake in the lessons of Mr. S. IL at 
Salford, Master William De Quincey himself, the very 
top of the family, fuU twelve years of age, or about five 
years older than Thomas, Hitherto Thomas had koown 
little or nothing of this senior brother of his, who bad 
been for some time with his father in Lisbon, and then, 
proving nnmanag^eable, had been sent to the Grammar 
School of Louth, in Lincolnshire. But now he was to 
know enongh. Never was such a boy as this Williai 
De Qninuey — such a boisterous, frank, pugilistic, • 
inventive, not unlikable, but wholly unendurable, 
eternal racket. " His genius for mischief amounted to 
inspiration," reports his principal victim. For no sooner ,' 
had he arrived than he had taken possession of the house 
and all in it like a whirlwind, and poor little Thomas, as 
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the nest living thing nnder him, had been collared hj him 
at once for his fag and spaniel. 

It is not for nothing that De Quincey heads the long 
chapter of more than eighty pages in which ho treats of 
the time of his Bubjection to the despotism of his stormy 
elder brother with the words Introduction to the World of 
Strife. Digressive as that chapter is, one receives from it 
a nnity of general impression corresponding to the title. 
One can see that, during the three years and a half of 
which so much fun is made in the retrospect, the nervous 
little creature who had been linked to such a steam-engine 
of a brother was in the main very miserable. It was not 
merely that his brother had picked a quarrel with the boys 
of a cotton-factory on the skirts of Manchester, just at the 
point where the road from Greenhay entered the town by 
a particular bridge, and that once or twice every day, as 
they went and came between Greenhay and their tutor's 
house in Salford, there bad to be a battle at this spot 
between them and some of the factory boys, every recur- 
rence of which threw the little creature into new terror. 
It was that his very thoughts and imaginations were no 
longer his own, but were dictated to him and shaped for 
him by the enei^es of his companion. The war with the 
factory boys itself, for example, became a double torment 
by being idealized by his brother into a great enterprise 
in which he was commander-in-chief, with absolute powers, 
while Thomas was the responsible second. For his con- 
duct in the campaign from day to day in this character 
of responsible second was not only incessantly discussed 
by the commander-in-chief in their colloquies along the 
road, but was the subject of merciless comment in bulle- 
and gazettes published by the commander-in-chief for 
the benefit of Mrs. Evans, the house-keeper at Greenhay, 
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and the rest of the world there. Now he was promoted 
be major-general, aa having done pretty well ; now he 
waa under arrest for cowardice and was to be drummed 
out of the army ; again, restored to his rank by the inter- 
cession of a distinguished lady (Mrs. Evans), he received 
3 the Order of the Bath ; and once he was in danger 
being hanged for treacherous correspondence with the 
enemy. Nor was this all. Besides being commander-in- 
chief in the war with the factory boys, bis brother was 
king of an imaginary kingdom called Tigrosylvania ; and 
poor De Quincey, to accommodate him in his Napoleonic 
propensities to invasion, was obliged to he king of another 
maginary kingdom called Gombroon. Then not only 
VBS Gombroon liable to invasion by the Tigrosylvaniana, 
but the wretched government of Gombroon and the low 
state of civilization among the Gombroonians became a 
subject of perpetual sarcasm on the part of the Tigro- 
sylvanian monarch. The lowest depth of De Quincey'a 
degradation in the matter was when his brother, having 
been reading an extract from Monboddo, informed him 
gravely that he had ascertained that the Gombroonians 
were still in the primitive condition of mankind, not 
having advanced so far as even to acquire those sedentary 
habits the continuance of which through ages would 
love their tails, and advised him to issue an edict re- 
quiring them all to sit for at least six hours every day — 
which, he said, though it could not do much, would make 
a heginning. It was the same in all the other relations 
between the imperious young sultan of the family and bia 
ior brothers and sisters. In his pyrotechnics for their 
amnaement, hia lecturea to them on chemistry and natural 
philosophy, his dramatic recitations, he was always lord- 
paramoimt, and they were his thralls. Of De Quincey 
Si 
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biniself his opinion, frantly intimated from tbe first, was 
that be was phyaically contemptible and mentally au idiot, 
thongh with some good moral qualities. Of the trnth of 
this opinion, communicated so authoritatively, De QuiDcey 
saye be had at first no doubt. It coincided with tbat idea 
of himself into which he had settled in those moping days 
of childish melancholy and reverie which bis brother's 
arriral in Greenhay had disturbed ; and he wonld have 
been only too glad if " that solid foundation of utter des- 
picableness " to which he had learned to trust had been 
left unshaken. On tbe whole, he thints, it was perhaps 
well that it was shaken. Left to himself with his other 
young brothera and sisters, be might have moped on till 
the taint of consumption had been developed in him ; and 
Lis vehement elder brother's discipline had acted as a 
rough febrifuge. 

Meanwhile the lessons with the Rev. Mr. S. H. bad 
been sufficiently profitable. A conscientious man, thongh 
decidedly dull, be had grounded De Quincey well in 
Latin, and entered him in Greek ; and there bad been, 
moreover, a special excrescence from the tutorship, which, 
though irksome, bad been bencfioial. Mr. II. had a 
Btoct of three hundred and thirty sermons, each abont , 
sixteen minutes long, which, at tbe rate of two sermons. 
every Sunday, served as spiritual nutriment for bis con- 
gregation for a cycle of three years. The De Quincey 
family having to come in their carriage from Greenhay to 
church, it was only the forenoon sermon that the boy 
heard; but of this he was expected regularly to give in a 
correct abstract in tbe course of the week. As the tutor 
did not allow notes to be taken, tbe exercise of memory 
was of lasting benefit. To .these results of the tntorship 
add the results of .the continued readings of the boy 
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through tile three years and a half, whether id connexion 
tvith the IcsaODs or indepcndectly. As before, he dwells 
on individual passages that bad Impressed him. One 
pasaago that sank into him with a mystic sense of power 
waa the phrase in the book of Daniel, " Belshazzar the 
king made a groat feast to a thousand of his lords." 
Another inatanoe is even more remarkable. No reader of J 
Do Quincey but nmst have observed how frequent and 
important a word in hia vocabulary is the word Pariah, 
meauing '' social outcast," and what a hold had been taken 
of Mb imagination by the idea that an immease propor- 
tion of the men and women of the world, in all ages ami 
all lands, had belonged to the class of Pariahs, the so- 
cially outcast for one reason or another, the despised, the 
nnrespectable, the maltreated and down-trodden. Well, 
this idea, if his own dating ia to be trusted, had been 
fixed in him irrevocably even in the present early period I 
of his life. It waa implanted in hira first by the ineffable ' 
feeling of sublimity which he attached to those Hues in 
the Epilogue to the second book of the Fables of Phi&. 
drus where that Latin fabuliat, who had himself been a 
slave, exulted in the recollection that his predecessor, the 
Greek slave .^op, had triumphed by his genhia over the 
circumstances of his birth : 

"iEgopi ingenio aiatnam posuere Attici, 
SerTumque collixarunt iBtcma in basi, 
Fstere honoris scirent ut cuactis viun, 
Nee gencri tribni aed vinuti glotiam."' 

' De Quineej qiiolea onlj the first two lines of these lour, tritDfllating 
them " A eoUaaal alaitie did the Alheitiam raitt to jS^op, and a poor 
pariah ilave tkey planttd wpon an aierlaiiHng pednital," Tlie reat may 
ran " TMt Iha/ did in adenoiptedffiaeia oft/ie/aet tluii the path of hen- 
oar ia open to all, and UuU glory Mongi not to hirtk but to worth." 
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But it was not from tliis passage alone, nor from mere 
literature, that he derived the idea in its full extension. 
It chanced that in the house of a certain reverend gen- 
tleman there were two twin girls, his daughters, who were 
deaf and scrofulous and reputed to be all but idiots, and 
whom therefore their mother, ashamed of them and dis- 
liking them, kept as much out of sight as possible, usiog 
them as menial drudges, and cruel to them otherwise, 
while the fatber, whatever he may have thought, did oot 
interfere. The acute boy, prying about the house, and 
coming to know and pity the girls, had laid the case to 
heart. Were not these girls also Pariahi, and were there 
not other concealed varietiea of Pariahs in Christian 
England ! 

It had been arranged by the guardians that the elder 
brother, who bad shown a talent for drawing, should go 
into training for the profession of an artist by becoming 
pupil to the distinguished London landscape-painter and 
Eoyal Academician, De Loutherbourg. As the parting 
with his brother was to bo a now starting-point in De 
Quincey's life, he remembered it well, the more by token 
of an incident of the very last morning of bis brother's 
Btay at Greenhay. It was a aplendid June morning, before 
breakfast, and all the six children were together in the 
grounds in front of the house, from Sultan William, now 
in his sixteenth year, down to the youngest. William 
was full of frolic, with the two girls laughing and dancing 
beside him, and the baby Henry near in the nurse's arms; 
Richard, called familiarly " Pink," the next to De Quincey 
in age, was wheeling luund on his heel at some distance ; 
while De Quincey himself was standing close to the edge 
of a brook which bounded the grounds on that part where 
tiiey were not protected from the lane by a ruling and 
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the gates. Suddenly there was a vast uproar in the lane, 
the noise of a shouting and running mob coming nearer 
and nearer, explained at last by the appearance of a great 
dog, much ahead of hia pursuers, and panting and foaming 
at the mouth. The dog tried the gates, which were fort- 
unately shut; then stood for a moment on the edge of the 
brook directly opposite to Qe Quincey, as if meditating a 
leap across; and then, amid the scare of the children, all 
except the intrepid William, who taunted and challenged 
the dog to come over, broke away again along the lane, 
followed by the long hullabaloo of men and boys, with 
gnns, sticks, and pitchforks. It was a mad dog from a 
barracks, which had already that moruing bitten two 
horses. Eg led his pursuers a chase of many miles before 
he was killed. One of the two horses he had bitten died 
afterwards of hydrophobia. What if he had leaped the 
brook! 



CHAPTER n. 

SCHOOL, WITH . 



BOTHOOD AND 



[1798-1802.] 
Sous time in 1796, De QuincBy's motlier baving made up 
her miDd to Jive at Batli, tLe establisliment at Orcenfaay 
waa broken up, and the house and grounds were sold. 
After being boarded for a while m Manchester, for coa- 
tinnation of the lessons under Mr. S. H., Do Quincej fol- 
lowed bin mother to Bath, and was entered at the Gram- 
mar School of the town, then presided over by a Mr. Mor- 
gan, an excellent classical scbolar. He was then in his 
twelfth year, and was to have as one of bis school-fellows 
his brother Richard, already mentioned by his nickname 
of "Pink," about four years younger than himself, and a 
boy of exquisite beauty, and of a sweet gentleness that] 
made him the most absolute contrast to the terrible Wil-J 
liam. Of that young hurricane and all his problematical 
capabilities De Quincey had seen the last. He died of ty- 
pbus-fever soon after he had become pupil to the Acade- 
mician De Loutherbourg. 

De Quincey remained at the Bath Grammar School 
about two years. From the first he had the reput«tioti of 
a little prodigy in it, especially in Latin, and most espe- 
cially for Latin verse-making. In this accomplishment he 
had BQcb success that the head-master used to parade hli 
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s pnblicly by way of reproncli to the stiff Latinity 
of the boys of the first form, most fif whom wore five or 
six years older. Od the other hnnd, he was at fii'Bt some- 
what backward in Greek— on whieh aceopnt he had bean 
placed itndor the second of the Bath School masters, rather 
than with the more adrauced boys under Mr. Morgan liira-' 
self. For some time there was a cnbnl among these ad- 
vanced boys against the Uttle interloper who was snatok- 
ing fi-om them tbo honours in Latin. On the whole, how- 
ever, he was comfortable enonorh, and was rapidly attsin- 
ing ail unusual facility in epeaking and writing Greeh, 
when an accident led to hia removal from the school. 
The most exact account of this accident is found in a boy- 
iafa letter of his own, which chances to have survived. It 
is dated Marcb 12, lT99,and was addressed to his sistAT 
Mary, then at a school in Bristol. " This day six weefc^" 
are hia words, "as we were up saying [repeating onr les- 
sons], Mr. M. was called out, and so fowooth little, or 
rather biff, Mounseer Collins [one of the under-musters] 
must jump into the desk. It happened that little Uannani' 
minor wanted his hat, which hung up over Collins' head. 
Wilbraham asked for the cane to reach it him, which Col- 
lins refused ; and at the same time, to give a little strength, ^ 
I suppose, to his refusal, and to enforce his authority as a 
master, endeavoured to hit bim on the shoulder (as he 
says) : but how shall I relate the soqnel 1 On poor I 
did it fall. Say, Muse, what could inspire the cane w 
such a direful purpose 1 But not on my shoulder, on my I 
pate, it fell — unhappy pate, worthy of a batter fatel"j 
The blow on the head, thus playfully described, seemed 
serious at the time. For some weeks De Qnincey laj 
his mother's house in Bath, attended by physicians and 
under severe regimen. In the weeks of his gradual rei 
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toy hie mother read to him stcadil; till he could resume 
reading for himself. Among the books thoB read he 
mentions Sir William Jones's Aataiie Researcket, Milner'a 
Church JJistoTi/, Johnson's Rambler, Hoole's Trartalatiotu 
of Ariosto and Tasso, with the notable addition of Par- 
adise Lost, which had come to him, strangely enough, in 
Bentlej's grotesque edition. At the same time he and his 
brother Pink bad lessons in French. 

Although the head-master and others interested in Bath 
Grammar School tried to get back their little prodigy, the 
mother would not consent. She sent him and his brother 
Knt to a private school at Winkfield, in Wiltshire, " of 
which the chief recommendation lay in the religious char- 
acter of the master." Here he remained about a year, not 
thinking much of " old Spencer," the master, but a great 
favourite with the Miss Spencers, and with the thirty or 
forty boarders. Fifty years afterwards, two of his school- 
fellowB, clergymen of the Church of England, could re- 
member him at Spencer's as a most obliging and compan- 
ionable little fellow, willing to help any of the boys in 
their Latin or Greek, and a leader in their amusements, to 
which ha would always give a literary turn. He divided 
the boys for their mimic fights into Greeks and Trojans, 
taking the part of Ulysses himself ; and, in his capacity 
of contribu tor-in-chief to a journal carried on by the boys 
and the Miss Spencers, he replied in pungent English verses 
to a challenge by the boys of a neighbouring school. It 
was remembered also that, when his mother came to visit 
the school, and the boys talked of her as a friend of Han- 
nah More, he would teil them with pride that his mother 
was quite as clever as Hannah. 

Hardly more than a year had been spent at Winkfield 
when the connexion with that school was bi-ought to an 
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end by «n invitation to De Quincoy of h kind which hb 
mother did not acq fit to refuse. Dnring the time of the 
convalescence at Bath, in the spring of 1799, an acquaint- 
ance bad sprung up between De Quincey and young Lord 
Westport, the only child of Johu-Denis, third Earl of Alta- 
mont of the Irish peerage, afterwards Marquis of Sligo. 
The boy, whom De Quincey represents as almost exactly 
of his own age, but whom the peerage books represent as 
considerably younger, bad been then in the neighbourhood 
of Bath, with bis tutor, Mr. Grace. He and his tutor bad 
been asked to Mrs. De Quincey's house ; and now. after 
more than a year, during which his young lordaliip had 
been at Eton, there came the invitation we fipeak of. It 
was an invitation to join Lord Westport at Eton and ac- 
company him in a long holiday on his father's estates in 
county Mayo, in the West of Ireland. Arrangements hav- 
ing been duly made, De Quincey did set out for Eton in 
the summer of 1600, to begin a ramble and round of visits 
in England and Ireland, which extended over four or five 
months. 

Eton itself was a good beginning. That classic town, 
as all the world ought to know, is really part and parcel 
of Windsor, within whose royal precincts is Frograore, a 
seat of royalty subsidiary to Windsor Castle. Now, as 
George III. and his Queen, with the Princesses, were at 
Frogmore in the summer of 1800, and as Lord Westport 
not only had the run of FVograore grounds, hut was spe- 
cially known to the royal family, as the son and heir-appar- 
ent of the Earl of Altamont, and as grandson by his moth- 
er of the lately deceased Earl Howe, the famous Admiral, 
what was to prevent De Quincey, in such good company, 
from having an interview with his Majesty himself) This, 
he tells us, actually occurred. The King, recognizing Lord 
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Westport in one of tlio Frogmore walks, atopped him and 
tiJked with him a Httle, and then, turning to his compan- 
ion, whoso name he had Bomeliow already heard, asked 
whether he too was at Eton, and whether his father was 
alive, and whether his mother thonght of sending him to 
Eton — a capital school, none better!— and whether hia 
family was of French Huguenot descent. To all which 
De Quincej returned, he saya, brief and modest anawere, 
only throwing a little cner^ into bis repudiation of an^ 
recent French origin, and informing his Majesty that the 
English De Quinceye were aa old as the Conquest, and 
were mentioned in the very earliest of English books, Rob- 
ert of Glonceater's Metrical Chronicle. " I know, I know," 
said the King, with a amile, as if he remembered such a 
book in his library, but did not like to commit himself on 
the subject with such a knowing little shrimp ; and the 
interview ended, the two boys stepping backward a few 
paces anil bowing profoundly, while hia Majesty moved 
away. This, however, was not De Quincey's last sight of 
the King, He had the honour of being invited, with Lord 
Westport, to one or two of the fetes which the Queen was 
then giving at Frogmore, and did attend one of them — in 
a travelling-drosa, aa his mother heard with horror, till he 
explained to her in a letter that his travelling-dress was a 
very good one, "much better than what Lord Westport 
had on," and that in such a crash it did not matter. The 
stay at Eton was broken by a run to London. It was De 
Quincey's first sight of the great metropolis, and be is 
pnoctnal in dating it as in the month of May, 

From Eton, where De Qaincey, as he informed hia moth- 
er very penjteiitiallj'.could not avoid going once to a play 
in Windsor Theatre to oblige Lord Westport., the two lads, 
with the tutor, began their journey for Ireland on the 
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leth of July, Travelling through North Wales, thoy 
reBohed Holyhead, where the tutor was to ieave them. At 
that place the tutor, who had taken mysterious offence at 
Bometiiing or other, and apparently begun to have douhU 
ahout De Quincey, ceased to epeak with either of the lads, 
but duly saw them aboard the packet that was to take 
them to Dubhn. The passage of thirty hoars, the arrival 
in Dublin, the first impreBsiona of that city, and the vari- 
ous incidents and pleasures of the fortnight or ao passed 
there, are described nt considorabJo length in the subse- 
queut autobiographic record. It was an unusually inter- 
esting time in the history of Ireland, for it was the time 
of the completion in the Irish Parliament of the Bill for 
the Union of Ireland with Great Britain. Introduced to 
his friend's father, the Earl of Attamont, " a very fat man, 
and BO lame that he is obliged to have two servants to anp- 
poTt hiiu whonevor he stirs," De Quincey bad access to all 
the sights and demonstrations of the crisis. He was pres- 
ent at the splendid ceremony of the installation of the 
Knights of St. Patrick ; and he was present in the last sit- 
tings of tho Irish House of Peers, when tbe Union Act 
was passed. He saw the Lord Lieutenant Cornwallis, Lord 
and Lady Castlereagh, and other great public persons ; and 
he saw the surgings in the streets of excited Iriah mobs. 
From such personal reminiscences of his Dublin visit he 
deviates into a general essay on the social and political 
state of Ireland at the time, with particular accounts of the 
two recent Irish Rebellions, &c. ; and it Is when we are 
extricated from these that we find him at last, about the 
20th of August, at Lord Altamonl's seat of Westport, in 
Connaugbt. There, in a big house, with but a slovenly 
collection of books in it, but with wild Irish scenery ronnd 
about for excursions, wild Irish horses to ride, and wildei 
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Irish groomB to study, lie spent some weeks pleasantly 
enough, coaching Lord Weatport at odd moments, it would 
aeem, in Greek and Latin. 

One starry experience dwelt with him all the while. In 
that part of bis journey from Dublin to Connaught which 
had been performed on the Grand Canal, leading from 
Dublin to Tullamore, there had been among his fellow- 
paasengers jn the caual-boat the widowed Countess of Er- 
rol, in deep mourning, and her sister. Miss Blake. Both 
ladies were of Irish birth ; and both were young, beautiful, 
and accomplished. Introduced by Lord Weatport, De 
Quincey was for a time in Elyaiuro. Mentioning the ren- 
contre in a letter to his mother at the time, all that he 
says is that " in the canal-boat was a Misa Blake, a sister 
of the present Countess Dowager of Erro!," and that they 
"formed an acquaintance and talked about the English 
poets for the whole afternoon." It is in the Autobiogra- 
phy that we learn the whole truth. Miss Blake, with her 
soft eyes and soft Irish voice, her Irish gaiety and afflu- 
ence in ta!k, had impressed him as he had never been im- 
pressed before. " From thla day," he says, " I was an 
altered creature, never again relapsing into the careless 
irreflective mind of childhood." 

Returning from Ireland to England in October, 1800, 
the two friends parted at Birmingham ; and one observes 
it as rather curious that Lord Weatport ia hardly heard of 
again in De Quincej's history, whether nnder the title of 
Earl of Altamont, which he could assume by courtesy be- 
fore the year cloaed, in consequence of his father's promo- 
tion to the Marquisate of Sligo, or under that of Marquis 
of Sligo, which was bis own from 1809 to 1845. Mean- 
while we are not quite done with De Quincey'a ramble. 
From Birmingham, as instructed by a letter from hia 
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mother, he went to Laxton, in Northampton shire, where 
bis elder sister already was. It whs the seat of Lord and 
Lady Carberr, the latter of whom, in her unmarried condi- 
tion as Miss Watson, a wealthy beirees, bad long been aa 
intimate young friend of his mother's. A Lord and Lady 
Massey were also Btaying at Laxton, and Lord Carbery 
himself arrived from Ireland; and, as there was a fins 
library in the house, with all the appurtenances of lumii- 
ons culture, a month or two of rest in such English seclu- 
sion was very acceptable after so mncli roogh Irish loco- 
motion. Lady Carbery, a handsome woman of about six- 
and-twenty, was abundantly kind to the hoy, both for his 
mother's sake and bis own. She arranged that he should 
have daily lessons in riding, to which he submitted, with 
no very effective result; she called him her "Admirable 
CrichtoD," and taxed all his resources of acqnired knowl- 
edge; and in one department she became his grateful 
pupil. Having imbibed the sentiments of the Evangel- 
ical School of Religion, with Hannah More and Mrs. De 
Quincey for her exemplars, but having a strong and in- 
quiring intellect, she bad begun a systematic study of 
Theology, and had come to be vexed by the question 
whether the authorized English version of the Bible could 
be relied on as presenting the exact doctrinal truth on all 
points. Her young adviser having assnred her that on 
some points it could not, she felt as if her salvation might 
depend on her having a Greek New Testament and a Park- 
burst's Greek Lexicon beside her ; and De Quincey, hav- 
ing encouraged the idea, had the pleasure of setting her 
^oing in her Greek studies. Altogether he was very 
happy at Laxton, and there can hardly be a pleasanter 
pictare than that of the high-minded young matron of the 
manrion, a kind of English variety of Goethe's "Fair 
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Saint," looking after her yonthfnl goest, on the one hand, 
as a feeble boy that needed superintendence, and, on the 
other hand, finding instruction for hours in listening to 
bis suggestive, eloqueot, and prematurely learned talk. 

The effects upon De Quincey's mind of his long ramble, 
with the varied glimpses it had given him of the actual 
world, and especially of an aristocratic section of it, bad 
been, he says, something extraordinary. The rate of bis 
intellectual eKpansioa, he says, was no longer like the move- 
ment of the hour hand of the watch, whose advance, though 
certain, is matter of inference, but was like the visible pace 

I of the seconds hand. One may question whether a matter-TJ 
of'fact person would not rather have described the effects / / 
of his tour and its incidents as perturbing and unsettling, j I 

Experience seems to have decided that, la the majority 
of cases, the wisest plan for parents and guardians in the 
edncatiou of a boy is to find out the best established 
routine of public schooling for boys in his ciroura stances, 
and to keep to that inflexibly through all its stages for the 
usual period. This seems to have been De Quincey's own 
belief. Of the two schools he had been at he greatly pre- 
ferred Bath Grammar School ; it had been against his will 
that he had been removed from it ; and in his letters to 
his mother from Ireland he had argued earnestly for a re- 
turn to that school, if to any, till he should be thought of 
age for the University, In any case, ho objected to being 
sent to another private school, like that at Winkfield. " I 
was at the head of the school the whole time I was there. 
No one but myself could make verses and all those kinds 
of things ; but then I had no one to contend with, nor any- 
thing higher to aspire to. The consequence was that my 
powers entirely flagged ; my tnind became dormant iu com- 
parison with what it was at the Bath Grammar SchooL" 
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These remonstrances were ao far attended to that, when 
he left Lady Carbery's at Laxton, the arrangement of hia 
mother and guardians was that ho should not be sent again 
to any private school, but should go for three years to the 
Qrammar School of hia native town of Manchester. Their 
chief reason was a pecuniary one. Among the endow- 
ments of Manchester Grammar Bchoo! were certain exhibi- 
tions by which boys who had been regularly at the school 
for three full years could be sent to Brasenose College, 
Oxford, with +0/. or 50/. a year guaranteed them for seven 
years. With 50/, a year added to hia patrimonial inheri- 
tance of 150i.,De Quincey would be able, in his nineteanth 
year, to go to Oxford in proper gentlemanly stylo, with an 
annua] 300/. for hia expenses. 

"With sighs and forebodings, De Quincey did go to 
Mancbeater Grammar School, some time late in 1800, for 
his three years of drudgery. His account of the school, 
and of the hend-master, Mr. Lawaon, in whose banso be 
was boarded, is far from unfriendly on the whole. Mr. 
Lawson, thongh in his declining years, and not quite at 
<ease with his own head hoys in their higher Greek read- 
lings, was kind, conacientious, and exemplary ; the school 
was an ancient and rich one, with historical traditions and 
good appliances and accommodations ; the discipline was 
maintained entirely by moral means, which was rather rare 
at that time; and the boarders, with whom De Quincey 
had principally to associate, were mostly Lancashire youths 
of good manners and principles, with a collective amount 
of knowledge and ability among them, especially in Eng- 
lish literature, which rather surprised the new-comer at 
first. He had a pleasant little room at the top of the 
house, and books at will by a subscription to the Man- 
chester library. But thare were objections. He does 
C 2* 
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not positively inctuclc among these tho fact that manj 
of tho day-boye iti the echool were sons of artisaDs, boido 
iif them even having "sisters that were menial servants," 
Lilt be mentions the fact; and he admita generally that 
tho whole atmosphere of Manchester, where he could not 
stir out-of-doors without being "nosed by a factory, a 
eotton-bag, a cotton dealer, or something elae allied to 
that deteBtabla commerce," had become insnfferably un- 
congenial. It was, however, the monotony of the school 
life itself that put him out of spirits — the sight day after 
day of the same bare, white-washed walla, the dull repeti- 
tion from day to day of petty linguistic tasks that had 
so stimulus for him now, and were far beneath his ca- 
pacity. ' Above all, the total deprivation of physical exer- 
cise inflicted on Mr. Lawaon'a boarders by his absurd system 
of regulating their hours from morning to evening, with 
"callings-over" even in the intervals for meals and rest, 
had a ruinous effect on De Quincey'a health. For some 
time be had been enabled to bear up against the compli- 
cated miseries by accidental compensations. Lady Car- 
bery had been in Manchester for some months, with a 
portion of her household, just after his entry into the new 
school; a venerable old clergyman of the town, of Sweden- 
boi^an views, and author of various Swedenborgian tracts, 
had taken a fancy for tho extraordinary lad and his con- 
vereation, and liked him to call ; and, in one or two runs 
to Liverpool, an acquaintance had been struck up with, 
the cluh of literati of which that town could then boast, 
and of which Roscoe, and Dr. Currie, the biographer of 
Burns, were the chiefs. But, after a year and a half at 
the school, tho prospect of another year and a half be- 
came intolerable. In a letter to hia mother, still extant, 
he pleads most pitifully for his immediate removal. He 
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ennmerates, and emphasizes in italic words, his five indi- 
vidual caoses of complaint, and tbea rolla them all in char- 
acteristic fashion into one collcotive aixth. How could 
a person be happy, he aaks, or even simply easy, " in a 
sitnation which deprives him of health, of society, of 
amusemenl, of liberty, of congeniality of pursuits, and 
which, to complete the precious picture, admits of no 
variety?" Even this pitiful pleading was of no avail, and 
De Quincey was driven to a desperate resolution. He re- 
solved to ran away. After brooding over the resolutios 
for some time, and procuring the necessary funds from 
Lady Carbery, who, knowing nothing of her young friend's 
purpose, sent him lOl. in answer to bis application by let- 
ter for 51., he carried it into effect by slipping out of Mr. 
Lawson's house early one morning in July, 1802. He 
had an English poet in one pocket, and an odd volume 
of Euripides in the other. He was then close on seven- 
teen years of ag«. 
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[1802-1803.] 
Dk QniHOBY's first iDtention, when he had made up Us 
mind to run away from Maschester School, was to wander 
towards the diatrict of tbft English Lakes. The magnetl 
that attracted him thither was Wordsworth, some of whose | 
poems he had recently read. Oh, to he in the neighbour- 
hood of that man, to see the house in which he dwelt, the 
scenes amid which he moved ; perhaps to catch a glimpse 
of himself I Alive, however, to the absurdity of any such 
approach to Wordsworth in the character of a runaway 
school-boy, and also to the duty of some communication 
first of all with his mother, he had determined to run the 
risks involved in the latter course. As his mother had 
by this time got tired of Bath, and transferred herself to 
a house in Chester, called the Priory, the communication 
was not difficult. Two days of walking carried him over 
the forty miles that separated Manchester from Chester; 
and, after some hovering about the house, of which ha 
gives a whimsical account, the meeting took place. His 
mother, with her notions and habits of decorum, looked 
upon the occurrence, he says, " much as sho would have 
done upon the opening of the seventh seal in the Revela- 
tions ;" but it chanced that another relative was at hand 
who took a lighter view of the afEair. This was his uncle, 
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Colonel Thomas Penson, his motber'a only aurriving broth- 
er, home from India on a three years' furlough, and qna> 
tered for the time, with his horses and Bengalee servants, 
at the Priory. Colonel PenKon, a kindly man of the \ 
world, eaw nothing unnatural in the desire of a youth to 
elope from the tedium of school ; and, by his advice, it 
was arranged that De Quincey, if ho did not choose to re- 
main at the Priorj-, should have a guinea a week allowed 
him for a while, with liberty to wander about and enjoy J 
himself on that baEis. 

From July to November, 1802, we see him wandering 
about North Wales, from town to town, from village to 
village, from country-inn to couatry-inn, having various 
little advcntnres and picking np random new acquaint- 
anoes by the way, all the while making his guinea a week 
go as far as it could, and hitting on ingenious devices for 
that end. The chief was that of alternating, according to 
whim and weather, between the more expensive style of 
living, at the rate of about half a guinea a day, necessary 
if he went to the better inns, and the incredibly cheap 
living then possible in Wales if one lodged in the oottagas 
of the hospitable and unsophisticated Welsh peasantry, or 
snatched a raeal somewhere in a long walk and bivon- 
aoked through the night among ferns and furze. It was, 
he says, a most pleasant existence, an existence of breezy 
freed omt with perpetual delight from the mountain 
BCflnery, the sylvan nooks, tho rushing brooks, the pic- 
turesque evening groups of the villagers gathered round 
their harpers. Bat the sting of some unsatisfied craving, 
the fatal longing in his natare to break away from the 
customary and respectable, and to dare the forbidden 
and indefinite, carried him suddenly out of those Welsh 
solitudes. lie would give np his goinea a week, cut that 
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remainiDg bond between him and his mother and guar- 
dians, and bury himself in the world of London. There 
he would find books and society ; there he would find he 
knew not what ; there he would find — at least so he had 
heard — Jew money-lenders, who might bo willing to ad- 
vance him 200^. on his expectations. 

It was late in November, 1802, when, having borrowed 
twelve guineas from two lawyer friends in Oswestry, De 
Quincey, after eight-and-twenty hours on the coach from 
Shrewsbury, was deposited in the streets of London, 
Here what months he passed — what months of wild, 
hazard, Bohemian roaming and staggering from worse 
to worse I He had lost no timo in applying to a Jew 
money-lender named Dell; but Dell was never himself to 
be seen in such cases, and the negotiation had to be with 
Dell's devil, or legal factotum. This was a low attorney, 
called Brunell, who had for his place of business a house 
in Greek Street, Soho, at the comer of Sobo Square, with 
precautionary chains on the doors, and loop-holes through 
which those who knocked could be surveyed before they 
were admitted. As we read the description of this house 
in Greek Street, with all its rooms unoccupied and unfnr- 
niahed, save Mr. Brunell's own sanctum, and some den for 
fais athletic clerk, Fymcnt, and of Mr. Brnnoll's arrivals 
in it every morning from no one knew where, and his dis- 
appearances in the evening, when his sanctum was care- 
fully locked and the empty house was left in the sole 
keeping of a poor little wretch of a girl, ten years of age, 
who slept on straw as near as she could to the street-door, 
we feel as if we were in the midst of a novel by Dickens, 
"With Brunell himself De Quincey became very familial 
by frequent visits, and found him, disreputable though ha 
V8fl, a very kiudly person, and with a wonderful passion 
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for literature and knowledge, the survival froai some 
happier time when he had hopes of another career than 
that of a devil for money-lenders. But Brunell could do 
Dothing himself in the matter of the advance, for there 
waa the invisihle Dell in the background. The policy of 
Dell, in such cases, was that of delay — delay for the 
necessary investigatioDs, for whetting the appetite of the 
apolicant, and for exacting charges for papers, stampa, 
and one knows not what. Thus the lad, though liviDg as 
parsimoniously aa he could in lodgings, was brought to 
his last guinea, and it was an act of charity when Brunell 
consented to let him use the house in Greek Street aa hia 
sleeping asylum at nights. There, sharing a floor Id the 
void tenement with the little wretch of a servant-girl, to 
whom his advent was a godsend, as a deliverance from 
her tfirrors of loneliness, he did sleep, night after night, 
for some iudelinite period, glad to pick up stray cniets 
in the morning from Brnnell's breakfaatrtable. But, his 
presence in the house during the day being undesirable, 
he had to be oS every morning, to " sit in the parks or 
elsewhere," or prowl about the streets, as he choae. And 
what streets ho thus came to know, and what eternal cir- 
cnita among the same streets I Kegent Street then was 
not; and his main range was the great thoroughfare of 
Oxford Street, with the streets to the north of it as far as 
the New Road, and the masie of streets on the other or 
Boathero side as far as the line of Coventry Street and 
Piccadilly. Within those bounds he was a peripatetic 
through days of which he kept no reckoning, and often 
late at nights, till the watchmen began to recogniae hia 
figure, and would sometimes rouse him roughly as he sat 
on door-steps. As was natural, he became acquainted 
with other peripatetics, the " atreet-walkers " in auother 
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sense. With this oUss of unfortunates, and with not a 
fen individuals among them, he tells us, his relations were 
intimate enough, though all in perfect innocenee. One in 
chief he coold never forget. Oh ! that Ann of Orford 
Street, the poor girl of sixteen, whose simple and sad his- 
tory he had como to know, whose goodness of heart shone 
out even in iier degradation, with whom it had hecome 
his daily habit to go about by appointment, and who had 
onco saved his life, when he had fainted from exhaustion, 
by running for wine and stimulants and fetching them for 
him out of her own scanty money ! 

A favourable impression had been at last produced on 
Dell by proofs of Dc Qnincey's former intimacy with 
Lord Altamont and the Marquis of Sligo. If Mr. De 
Qnincey could fortify his own mere personal security by 
getting Lord Altamont to be his oo-aecurity, Mr. Dell 
wonld not mind lending him 2Q0t. or even 300/. A casual 
enconnter witli an old family friend in AJbemarle Street 
having at the same time provided De Quincey with a little 
ready cash, ho bade Ann farewell for a day or two, and 
took the coach for Eton to broach the matter to Lord Al- 
tamont. Unfortunately his lordship had just left Eton for 
Cambridge ; and all that De Quincey could effect was. a 
provisional arrangement with another young nobleman at 
Eton, which he thought might answer Mr. Deli's purpose* 
When he returned to London Ann was gone ! He never 
saw her or hoard of her more. All his life afterwards that 
giri was to he in his thoughts. Ah I poor Ann of Oxford 
Street, what had become of her? Had she gone into some 
rnffianiy keeping, and might she be still alive ; or had that 
cough which he had observed in her done its merciful work; 
and was her young frame at rest, though hut in a pauper's 
grave, in some dank comer of a London church-yard ? 
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Ib all this true, or wasDe Quinoey romancing! Ha wa* 
himself awnrs that tbero might be some such auspicion ; 
and when, iinmedlBtt^ly after the first publication of hia 
Ctmfessions, some of liis critics were talfiag them for in- 
genioaa fiction, he was very serious in his efforts to undo- 
ceive them. Ho had not told the whole truth about his 
London vibrancy, he said, because that was impossible, but 
he had told nothing but the truth. Such an assurance 
ought itself to count for something ; but there is more. 
In eariy private letters of De Quincoy, published by Mr. 
Page, wo have the means of checking portions of hia sub- 
sequent autobiographical writings; and, as iu all cases 
where this check can he applied the correspondence be- 
tween the original memorials and the later narrative is 
strikingly exact, a slight occasional haziness of date ex- 
cited, the rest of the narrative is entitled to the benefit 
of the facti In short, thongh there may be a little minr 
gling of the Diektimg with the Wakrheit, De Qnincey'a 
aocount of his days of London wretchedness may be ac- 
cepted as authentic. And why not? Tnie, it could only; 
have been a most odd, unpractical little creature that could 
have got himself into anch conditions, or that, once in 
them, could not have extricated himself. But are there 
not such queer young eccentrics in the world even now — 
creatures of cleverness touched with some craze or pecu- 
liarity, which mates them a puzzle to their friends, and 
which, while incapacitating them for the most obvioos 
acts of reasonableness natural to ordinary people, leads 
them sometimes to acts at which ordinary people stare? 
That eccentricity of De Quincey which was to be a life- 
long characteristic, and even that form of eceentricity 
which was to be peculiarly his in after-life — a constant 
A\y tjmorousness, a perpetual looking backward over his 
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shoulder for some terrible danger that he had escaped, but 
that waa atiU dogging him — seems to have been first de- 
veloped in those days of his strange London experiences 
in his eighteenth year. When Carlyle knew him, long 
afterwards, and when bis small stature, boyish face, gentle 
demeanour, and beautiful silvery ta!k were the most ob- 
vious things about him to first observation, something 
more, Carlyle thought, waa physiognoraically discernible. 
"EccQvi f look at him ; this child has been in Hell." 

The proposed substitute for Lord Altamont's guarantee 
of co-seeuvity not being satisfactory to Mr, Del], De Quia- 
cey was at the extreme of despair, when, by some unes- 
plwned concatenation of circumstances, he waa discovered 
and reclaimed by his friends. He went back to Cheat«r, 
to reside for some time with hia mother in the Priory. 
His Indian uncle was still there, and it was some tetchy but 
well-intentioned remark of thia good gontleman in a mo- 
ment of argument that induced De Quincey to close with 
a shabby offer made by his guardians, to the effect that he 
might go to the University if he liked, but ahould not 
have a farthing more than 1001. a year. On this allow- 
_ ance, in the autumn of 1803, as nearly aa the date cau bo 

B gueaaed, he went to Worcester College, Oxford. 
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[1803-1809.] 
Or De Quincej's Oxford life very little is known. There 
is a casual hint from himself that he had made a mistake 
in his choice of a college. Had he gone to Brasenose, as 
would have happened if he had remained for the necesaaiy 
time at Manchester Grammar School, he would have had a 
smooth and properly arranged tntroduction to the academ- 
ic life, whereas la Worcester College he was an isolated 
stranger, left to shift for himself. All that the head of 
the college, Dr. Cotton, conld afterwards remember of him 
was summed up in a few sentences, " Daring the period 
of his residence," aaya Dr. Cotton, " he was generally 
known as a quiet and studious man. He did not frequent 
wine-parties, though he did not abstain from wine ; and 
he devoted himself principally to the society of a German, 
named Schwartzburg, who is said to have taught him He- 
brew. He was remarkable even in those days for his rare 
coDversational powers, and for his extraordinary stook of 
informatioQ upon every subject that was started." Alto- 
gether, though he had some acquaintances in different col- 
leges, and was known among them as a very uncommon 
person, he seems rather to have crept through the Uni- 
versity qnietly than to have made any stir in 
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much by himself, and reading prodi^ously in lines of his 
own. The recliiaeneas was not owing to the extreme ne- 
cessity of economy which Lis guardians had tried to im- 
pose npon him when tliey fixed hia allowance at only 100?. 
a. year. That had been evaded, he tells ub, by the relent- 
ing of hia Jewish friend in London, who did at last tid- 
vance him the sum for which there had been bo mnch 
negotiation. lie could thus aSord himself al! that was 
needed to make Oxford studentship fairiy comfortable^ in- 
cluding books, a run to London now and then, and a visit, 
in vacation-time, to friends in Liverpool or elsewhere. 

The lessons from the German Schwartzburg were of some 
consequence. They were not in Hebrew merely. Thongh 
he had received some general notions of German Litera- 
ture, and especially some tempting information about Jean 
Paul Eichter, Hippel, Hamann, and other little-known Ger- 
man writers, from an accomplished young German named 
De Haren, with whom he had formed a friendship in his 
Welsh wanderings, it was at Oxford, and under Schwartz- 
burg, that he first set himself seriously to the study of 
German, The German Philosophy, as well as the German 
lateratnre, attracted him thenceforward. 

Of even greater importance was the systematic atten- 
tion he now began to bestow on English Literature. 
Though from bis childhood his sensibilities had been pow- 
erfully affected by " the greatness of our own literature," 
and though his readings in English poets and prose writers 
bad been extensive and varied, it was at Oxford that he 
first felt the necessity of organizing his knowledge of Eng- 
lish Literature, and regarding it no longer as a mere splen- 
did phenomenon or sky of so many hundreds of scattered 
stars of different degrees of brilliancy, bnt as a vast and 
vital whole that eould be grasped in a history. Thence- 
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forward, while Cbaacer, Speoser, Siiakspeare, Bacon, Mil- 
ton, Sir Thomas Browne, Jeremy Taylor, and others of his 
favourites aiuong the older writers, were dearer and more 
distinct to him than ever individually, ho could contem- 
plate that great flow of the national thought through buc- 
ceesive centuries, which, though it eeemed to eddy round 
those individualities ae so many independent and inserted 
marvels, had really caused them and stationed them where 
they were, and which, after its farther, and in hia eyes less 
interesting, course through the eighteenth century, was now 
again becoming glorious in Wordsworth and his disciples. 
It was on this last portion of the long history of English 
literature, the portion contemporary with himself, that De 
Quincey fastened his regard with the enthusiasm of a per- 
sonal concern. He had by this time put himself in CDrre- 
spondenco with Wordsworth, expressing his admiration 
and indebtedness, and bad received at least two letters of 
reply, intimating that the poet was not indifferent to the 
recognition of such a hopeful young admirer, and would 
be glad to see him at a convenient opportunity. Mora 
recently he had been making inquiries after Coleridge, 
whom he had known first by bis Aneimt Mariner, pub- 
lished with Wordsworth's Lyrical Ballads in 1798, but to 
whom he was now drawn also by interest in his prose 
writiagB, As De Quincey had already concluded with 
himself that it would never be In the element of verse that 
bis own genius could accomplish anything considerable in 
literature, if he should ever aceomplish anything at all, the 
fact that Coleridge was a prose writer and philosopher, as 
well as a poet, seems to have whetted the desire for an 
limmediate meeUng with him, if only in preparation for 
the more formidable and less accessible Wordsworth, 
was, therefore, much disappointed at finding, in 1305, 
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Coleridge had left the Laken, and had gone to Malta as 
Secretary to Sir Alexander Ball, the Governor of that 
island. 

I One other fact of De Quincey's days of Oxford stndent- 
sMp is expressly recorded by himself. It was then that 
bo first began to take opium. His first experience of the 
drug was on a dnli, rainy Sunday in the spring or autumn 
of 1804, when, being on one of his visits to London, and 
having anSered for a week or two from neuralgia, he took 
theadvice of a friend and purchased a phial of the tinct- 
ure of opium at a druggist's shop in Oxford Street, near 
"the stately Pantheon." The effect, when be took the 

f first dose in his lodgings, was divine ; and from that mo- 
ment De Qnincey was an experimenter in opium — never 

, without a supply of the drug beside hira in one or other 
of its forms, whether in the solid cakes or sticks of the 
dried substance, aa imported from Turkey, Egypt, Persia, 
or India, or in the prepared red-hrown liquid known as 

, laudanum. Nay, more, from that moment he was the apol- 
ogist for opium, skilled, or fancying himself skilled, in all 
' its effects, and distinguishing its negative effects in the 
mere relief of pain from its positive effects as an intcllcctr 
nal stimulant and exhilarant. He soggests, indeed, that 
in continuiDg the aae of the drug after its first service to 
him in an attack of neuralgia, he had hit by blind instinct 
on the specific for the pulmonary consumption to which 
he was liable by inheritance from his father. The reports 
of medical authorities, from an investigation of all the evi- 
Q rather to the effect that the constitutional dis- 
ease from which he suffered was a slow or intermittent ul- ' 
ceration of the stomach, brought on, perhaps, by bad and i 
insufficient food during his time of vagrancy in Wales and ) 
London, and that his perseverance in the use of opium was / 
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£ae originally to his accidental experience of its effecta in 
allaying those "gnawing pains in the stomach" of which, 
from that time of hia vagrancy, he complained always or 
periodically. Enough of a disi^reeable Bubject. What 
concernB ns at present is, that De Qulncey avers most sol- 
emnly that, thongh he took opiuio at Oxford from 1804 
onwards, it was Etill in such moderation that he could have 
broken off the habit He was not yet, nor for some years 
to come, a slave to opium, but conGned himself to a care- 
fully precalculated opium -debauch, as he calls it, abont 
once in three weeks. The probability is that the indal' 
genee added to his queorness among the Oxonians, his lik- 
ing for solitary reverie, and bis carelessness of academic 
routine and distinction. 

De Quinccy, it seems, did go up for his written exami- 
nation for the degree of B.A. The fact is attested by one 
of hie old scbool-fellowa at Winkfield, who bad gone to 
Lincoln College while Do Quincey was in residence in 
Worcester College. Dr. Goodenough, of Christ Church, 
says this authority, was wonderfully struck with De Quin- 
cey'a performance, and told the Worcester College peoplei 
that they had sent up the cleverest man he had ever en- . 
countered, and that, if he did as well in hia viv& voce as he 
had done on paper, he would carry all before him. But 
De Quincey, in a fit of shyness, or having taken some of- 
fence, never presented himself for bis vivA voce, remained 
without his degree, and, indeed, disappeared from Oxford 
for some time. The date is not given, bnt it seems to have 
been in 1807, His name remained on the books of bis 
college till 1810 ; but, as we have hia own distinct state- 
ment that his time of residence was from 1B03 to 1808, 
we have to suppose only a year of effective connexion with 
the University after 1807, aud that broken by abaencea. 
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He liked to be in London, where he now comitcd Charles 
Lamb in the number of his acquaintanccK, and where he 
delighted in goiog to the Opera to hear Grassini aing, and 
0. rambling among the mnrkets on Saturday nights ; and 
he had entered himself, or was about to enter himself, hb a 
mber of the Middle Temple, with a view toeating his 
terms for the Bar. His mother mcaawhile having shifted 
her domicile from Chester to a house and estate called 
Westhay, in Somersetshire, about twelve miles from Bris- 
tol, which had been purchased for her by her Indian broth- 
er at a cost of 13,000/., there were visits also to that part 
of the West of England, with renewed confabulations with 
HaQnah More and her set. What ia of especial import 
tance in De Quincey's biography, however, at this time of 
the elose of his residence at Oxford, is that he is found 
then indubitably in possession of a good deal of money. 
How this had come about we are not informed; but, as he 
had attained his majority in 1B06, we are to fancy either 
that he had then been put at comparative ea^ by becom- 
ing master of his own funds, or that there had been some 
new and enlarged transaction with the Jews, converting 
the whole futurity of those funds into a present capitaL 
As De Quiocey speaks of his transactions with the Jews 
as pretty continuous, or as repeated from time to time, in 
his earlier life, the latter supposition is likely enough. 
The improvement of De Quincey'a pecuniary circnm- 
and from the year 1807 connects itself more 
particularly with one interesting absence of his from Ox- 
ford in the latter half of that year. Having gone into 
Somersetshire in the course of the summer, and having 
beard that Coleridge had returned from abroad, and waa 
then quartered among friends at Nether Stowey, in that 
county, he went in search of the great man. He did not 
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find him »t Nether Stowey, but came upon him in the 
town of Bridgewater, where he was staying, with his wife 
and hia three young children, Unrtley, Dcrwent, and Sara, 
in the house of a certain family of Chubbs, well-to-do 
deeeendants of Ghnbb the Deist. It was a memorable 
meeting. The " noticeable man with large grey eyes," 
now not more than thirty-five years of age, but, as De 
Quincey observed, with fiabby and unhealthy white cheeks 
and confused and abstracted gait, received his young vis- 
itor very courteously, and had several conversations with 
him, by himself and in company. Though the elder 
opium-eater and the younger opium-eater were thus to- 
gether, no confidences were exchanged on that subject, 
save that once, when laudanum was casually mentioned by 
4)e^ Quincey, it was with an emphasis of horror that Cole- 
ridge warned him to have nothing to do with that drug. 
The talk, or rather Coleridge's monologue, was on all 
things and sundry, and De Quincey was amazed, even be- 
yond- expectation, by its range and goi^eousness. His- 
veneration for Coleridge became a kind of filial affection ; 
and when, a fen weeks after, Coleridge went with his fam- 
ily to Bristol, and their acquaintance was renewed there, 
it waa with delight that De Qnincey found he could do 
the sage a slight piece of service. Mrs. Coleridge and the 
children were bound for the Lakes, to be domiciled, as 
bef ore, with Soiithey, at Greta Hall, Keswick ; but, as Cole- 
ridge was arranging for a course of lectures on Poetry 
and the Fine Arts, to be delivered at the Royal Institution, 
in Albemarle Street, London, be could not accompany 
them. De Quincey ofiered to be their escort ; and in Oc- 
tober, 1B07, the party set out from Bristol by poatrchaise. 
Travelling by stt^es, and with some little stay at Liver- 
pool, they reached the Lake Conntry by a route which 
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tqaired them to take Wordsworth's cottage at Orasmere 
i their reBting- place before going od to Southey'a, at 
Mwick. Twice had De Quincey been on the rerge of 

' this poetic paradise before, but both times he had retreat- 
ed with a nervoDs shrinking at the last moment from the 
idea of presenting himself to Wordsworth. Now, how- 
ever, in his character of convoy to Mrs, Coleridge, rather 
than in that of Wordsworth's occasional correspoadent in 
past years, he did behold the epoch-making man, received 
& grasp of welcome from his band at his own door, and 
became his temporary guest. For two days he was in the 
cottage, along with Mra. Coleridge and her children, happy 
in the society of Wordsworth, bis wife, and his sister Dor- 
othy, and making his observations of the three; and on 
the third day there began that excursion of all the seniors 
of the party over the hills in a cart, which, while it depos- 
ited Mrs. Coleridge at her destination in Southey'a house, 
gave Dc Quiiiceyhis first introduction also to that other 
famous Lakist. All this was in November, 1807 ; before 
the end of which month De Quincey was back in Bristol, 
to hear of the completion of another piece of kindness he 
had been meditating for Coleridge. The profound dejec- 
tion of Coleridge, the state of " cheerless despondency " 
into which he had fallen, and out of which bis splendid 
talks were evidently but leaps and refuges of despair, had 
struck his young friend ; and, having ascertained by in- 
quiries that the main immediate cause was hopeless dia- 
tress in money matters, De Quincey bad been in private 
communication with Cottle, the Bristol bookseller, on the 
subject He wanted to give Coleridge 500?., a sum which 
all Cottle's representations, with questions whether he was 
BcriottB, whether be could afiord it, whether he was of age, 
Ac, could not persuade him to reduce below 300/. That 
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Bum Coleridge did accept, having been told nothing more 
by Cottle at the time than that " a joung man of fortune 
vho admired hie talents " wanted to make him a present. 
Coleridge's formal receipt for the money, which the book- 
seller thought it right to take for bis own eaoneratioD, is 
dated November 12, 1807. 

Though De Quincey includea the year 1808 in the time 
of his Oxford residence, the records show him to have 
been much in London through parts of that year, Cole- 
ridge was one of his attractioos. He heard some of the 
sage's lectures at the Royal Institution, and regretted that, 
from Coleridge's own carelessness in preparation and the 
wretched state of his health, they were so nearly a break- 
down ; be saw much of Coleridge in his uncomfortable 
temporary chambers in the office of the Courier newspa- 
per, in the Strand ; and in his calls on Coleridge at these 
diambers he met Sir Humphry Davy, Godwin, and other 
new faces. Later in the year he is found still, or ^ain, 
in London, in lodgings in Titchfield Street and Northum- 
berland Street, Marylebone, eating his terms, one has to 
suppose, and seeing Lamb and Huzlitt, and sauntering at 
nights among the markets, and not failing at the Opera 
for many nights in succession. In November of the same 
year he paid a second visit to Wordsworth at the Lakes; 
and he remained there till February, 1809, when he return- 
ed to London. Wordsworth, at the time of this second 
visit of De Quincey, had been busy with that series of po- 
litical letters in the Courier newspaper which he converted 
into more complete form in his pamphlet, published May, 
1809, Concerning the Relations of Great Britain, Spain, 
and Portugal, a* affected by the Convention of Cintra. It 
was De Quincey, after hia return to London, who saw this 
pamphlet through the press, adding an appendis of notes, 
29 
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wliiob WordBwortb il«eenbod as " done id & muterly man- 
liur." Tbo aorvioo wu gnttefoU; ackoowledged also by 
W II rvl» worth's Nstvr, Dorothy. A letter of here is extant 
iu whiith >h« thaak* D<< Qiudcct wannly for having saved 
\ivt l>ruth«T >o mut'h anxiety, says he had been a treaanre 
to llioin liotli, Mud bopea llutt he may soon be at Grasmere 
to nfrvoU hiuiaetf aftur the troubles of his task. 

Uurotliy Wordnworth's hope in this letter points to an 
KrnuiKcmiHit of aouie importance that had been come to 
twtwMiii I)a Qwincey and the \Vordsworths. TliU was 
that l>o ijiiiiuwy aliuuld luave London. Oxford, and all bis 
Hlluir Iroubluuiuio outanKlunieuts in the South, and should 
nniiia to rwldo purtuaooHtl,v at tbo Lakes, as the tenant of 
X\m wry ooltM){v> In which Wordsworth bad lived from 
ITPU to ItlUT, but wlk-h he had recently quitted for the 
amuowhitl laritor houw, oalU'd Allan BanK, about a mile 
tlUUiit. 'I'lirouilh the Uttur months of 1609 the t&lk 
Hiuoiiit tlio inhabitatila of tho quiet ralley of Grasmere was 
(if ttiD yoiiiitt uvntlcmait who was coming to live among 
lliiiin ill Mr.\Vord«worth'soldcuUag«).andof MisaWords- 
wui'lli'a oarufiil ttotivity lu onluring carpets and other fur- 
hi«liinHi. uiid ^i»ltiu^ tlio eotta^'o ready for his arrival. 
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CHAPTER V. 

BACHELOR LIFE AT THE LAKES. 
[1809-1816.] 

IJm November, 1809, De Quincey, at the age of tweirty- 
■, took possessioD of hia pretty cottage at Townend, 
1 Gr&Bmere, and became one of the so-called Lakiats. For 
Mveii-and-twenty years this cottage was to be in his ten- 
ancy, and for more than twenty of these it was to be bis 
}iead-q Darters and nominal home, the place where he re- 
sided constantly when he was at rest, or to which he 
always returned from any of his frequent divagations. 

Strange that a district of England which had been sleep- 
ing unknown in its native beautiee and grandeurs from 
time immemorial, over whose mountains the snow had 
come and gone silently for a thousand winters, and whose 
valleys had laughed ^ain in equal privacy into shower 
and sunshine through the thousand alternatmg summers, 
should have been suddenly evoked into celebrity by the 
genins of one man. But ao it had happened. Words^ 
worth was making the Lake District, and the call had gone 
forth to eome and behold it. Ho ! all ye that are touiista 
and in quest of the picturesque, try this district in the 
proper season ; all ye that have made a little money, and 
desire to settle somewhere, in peace and meditative com- 
fort, for the rest of your lives, examine these valleys and 
the skirts of these lakes for tbc suitable spots; all ye that 
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), not tied by hurd 
eBH in London, or 



vicinity of a printing-p 
Edinburgh, or any other city, but at liberty to aelett an 
abode where yoti may possess your souls in quiet and coni- 
bine high thinking with plain living — Mr. Wordsworth 
Dses and rccoinmendB no beverages stronger than milk or 
tea; but stronger may be imported if indispensable, and 
there are inns on the roads — come and have cottages here, 
and spend hours every day in the open air, communing 
with Nature herself, as she is to be found, pure and unso- 
phisticated, in Cumberland and Westmoreland scenery ! 
By the year 1809 the response had been considerable. 
Tonrists had been becoming numerous enough to suggest 
to Wordsworth the rudiments of what afterwards took 
form as his Guide to the Lakes; new residents from among 
the class of retired business men were appearing by de- 
frrees ; and, though fewer sons of the muses were in cii> 
cumstances to accept the invitation than might have liked 
to do so, a sprinkling of such was to be counted. 

Wordsworth himself, now in his fortieth year, and set- 
tled at Grasmere since 1799, had just, as we have seen, 
migrated from his previous cottage to Allan Bank, only a 
mile distant, which was to be his residence till the spring 
of 18] 1, when he transferred himself to Grasmere Parson- 
age, thuro to remain till 1813, when he removed to his final 
and most famous residence of Rydal Mount. Southey,Y 
tJie industrioaa Southey, four years younger than Words- I 
worth, bad been established for some years at Greta Hall, j\ 
Keswick, in the Cumberland portion of the Lake District,// 
and at least thirteen miles from Wordsworth. It was a 
convenient distance between two men whose mntual re- 
spect obliged them to occasional intercourse, but whose 
styles of genius and habits of literary work were so differ- 
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ent as to caase some degree of mutual repulsion. Coleridge, 
Southey's brother-in-law, who bad been a Lakist io pre- 
vions years, and quartered for some time, witb his family, 
in Southey's house, had, as we have seen, broken away from 
the Lakes for a while, gone abroad, gone to Somersetshire, 
but again gravitated to the mill-horee round of London, 
Having sent his wife and children back to Southey's, how- 
ever, he had at length followed them himself, to try the 
Lakes once more ; and, from late in 1809 to the middle of 
1810, Coleridge was to be again a denizen of the district, 
moving between Southey's at Keswick and Wordsworth's 
at Grasmere, but on the whole preferring to be with Words- 
worth. Here, through that time, he was to be engaged ia 
bringing out his periodical called The Friend, which wa» 
printed at Penrith, and the bad management of which waa 
to bring the whole concern to bankruptcy in the twenty- 
ninth number. Three other literary notabilities of th& 
Lake District, at the time of De Quincey's advent there, 
deserve especial mention. One was Dr. Richard Watson, 
Bishop of Llandaff, now seventy- two years of age, but 
with seven years of life still before him, living at his man- 
sion of Calgarth Park, on Windermere, eight miles south 
from Grasmere, and altogether the leading personage in 
the society of the region, from his ecclesiastical rank and 
great wealth, his hospitality and conversational ability, and 
the recollection of his extraordinary aeries of publications. 
A much humbler man, but loved beyond expression by all 
his intimate friends, was Charles Lloyd, living at Brathay, 
about half-way between Calgarth and Grasmere, originally 
a Quaker, but now a kind of Lakist Roussean, revealing 
philosophic powers that had not been guessed from hia 
pnblished poems. The time was yet some years distant 
when this fine intellect, overclouded by a growing lanacf^ 
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wssto be withdrawn from Brathay to die abroad. Finally, 

a recent comer into the Lake District, proprietor since 
1807 of EUeray, also on Windermere, about a mile from 
Calgarth, was a young Scoto-Oxonian of whom the world 
was to hear more than of either Bishop Watson or Charles 
Lloyd. This was John Wilson, afterwards known as Pro- 
fessor Wilson and " Christopher North." He was alraoBt 
exactly of De Quincey's own age, or but three months 
older; but what a contrast between them physically! — De v ' 
Quincey one of the smallest and feeblest-looking of mor- \ 
tals, hardly more than five feet high, while Wilsoa was j 
one of the moat magnificent young athletes that ever at- / 
tracted men's or women's eyes in street or on heatherj/ 
His stature close on six feet, his frame proportioned into 
the very ideal of a Hercules-Apollo of the Scandinavian 
or yellow-haired type, masting immensity of strength un- 
der the lithenesE of a leopard, he carried also one of the 
noblest and moat poetic of heads ever set on beautifully 
square human shoulders. Then, what a reputation he had 
brought with him from Oxford, where, strangely enough, 
he had been a gentle roan-commoner of Magdalen College 
all tbe time of De Quincey's residence in the University, 
though they had never then metl W'hile De Quincey had ^ 
been creeping through the University, a bookish, opium- / 
eating recluse, Wilson had been the most observed man of J 
alt tbe oolleges, not more for his magnificent physique and 1 
bis unapproachable applications of it in pugilistic raatobes, ' 
leaping matches, and all other kinds of University sports, 
than for his universal sociability, exuberance of humour, 
easy triumphs in the classics and whatever else he cared to 
compete in, and promises of some unusual form of literary 
eflulgence not yet distinctly featured. With this kind of 
reputation preceding him from Oxford, it was as if he had 
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bounded into tlie Lake District, rather than merely settled 
in it ; and already the splendid yonng Mr. Wilson of El- 
leray, to whom liia father, a Paisley manufacturer, had left 
s clear fortnno of 50,000^., was known not only to all his 
seighhoars that were likely to think of that matter, but 
also to every boatman, every innkeeper, every ciaek wres- 
tler or boxer, every band of gipsies or other vagrauts, over 
the whole region. 

In this mere ennmcration there is already implied a good 
deal of De Qaincey's life throngb the six or seven yeara at 
present under notice. The mile of road from his own oot^ 
tage to Wordsworth's house of Allan Bank was his famil- 
iar walk morning and evening from the first, for the sake 
of Wordsworth's society, and also of Coleridge's, so long 
as Coleridge, busy in bringing oat bis Friend, remained 
Wordsworth's guest. As many as five hundred books at a 
time from the very considerable library which De Qninoey 
had in his cottage, a large portion of it consisting of Ger- 
man books, would, he tells us, be in Wordsworth's house in 
those days for Coleridge's use — Wordsworth's own library 
being the most wretched thing that ever went by that 
name, a mere litter of tattered odd volomea on a few 
shelves. The distance from Southey, whose library i 
the chief distinction of hia house, prevented such frequent 1 
intercourse with him as with the Wordswoiths ; nor 
De Quincey ever bound to Southey by any very close in- 
timacy. He did occasionally visit at Greta Hall, however, 
and was able, " in a qualified sense," to call Southey hie 
friend ; and we find Southey, in a letter to a correspondent [ 
in 1810, making mention of De Quincey in rather mei 
rable terms. " De Quinney," he says, " is a singular h 
but better informed than any person almost that I ever 1 
met at bis age," That De Quincey was among the numer- 
3* 
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ona TisitoTB of the great Bishop Watson at Calgarth Park, 
and thua came to know that celebrity personally, is no mere 
guess, " This dignitary," he telta ua, " I knew myself as 
much as I wished to know him : be inas interesting, yet 
also not interesting;" and he goes od to sketch for us his 
portrait of the somewhat pompous and worldly, yet kindly, 
jovial, candid, and strong • headed septuagenarian, whom, 
pluralist and sinecuriat though he had been all his life, and 
all but avowedly at his own table a Socinian and free- 
thinker, the Whigs had wished to make Archbishop of 
York. At Brathay, De Quincey was a constant Tisitor, 
sometimes in solitary converaation for hours with the phil- 
osophic Charles Lioyd himself, sometimes at one of Lloyd's 
well-attended dinner parties, sometimes looking on at one 
of those evening parties of young people that Lloyd liked 
to see gathered at his hoiiae. It had been at one of these 
ereoing parties at Lloyd's, apparently in the year 1S08, 
that De Qnincey had first seen Wilson — dancing radiantly 
and indefatigably, and chiefly with a Miss Jane Penny, 
"the leading belle of the Lake Country;" but it wns in 
, Wordsworth's house that the first formal introduction took 
■ place. It was Wordsworth himself, when De Qoinoey en^ 
tered his room one morning and found a stranger with 
him, that pronounced the words of introduction, "Mr. Wit- 
ioB of Elleray" in hia usual deep tones. From the time 
of this introduction the two were fast friends, some unusu- 
ally strong elective affinity attaching the magnificent mas- 
ter of Elleray to his puny neighbour. There was tnlk be- 
tween them of a tour together to Spain, the Mediterranean, 
and the East ; and, though that came to nothing, they con- 
trived to be together as much as possible, whenever Wil- 
son was at Elleray, and not, as happened pretty often, 
away in Edinburgh on the business of hia nominal prepa- 



T.] BACHELOR LIFE AT TEE LAKES. fil 

ration for the Scottish Bar. It must have been a sight to 

■ Bee the two together in one of Wilson's fishing enpedition* 
,' among the Laiies, or in their joint rambles over the hills, 
the litde Dc Qiiincey trudging side bj side with his majes* 
comrade. But De Quincey was a capital waiter — never ~ 
without his ten or fifteen miles daily in the opeii 
ur. Eren in that matter, therefore, he and Wilson were 
veil enongh matched ; while it may be doubted whethei 
in the subtle, scholarly, whimsical, and deeply reasoned 
bits of brain-product which the smaller man gave to the 
larger in the course of their walks, in exchange for the 
l&ughs and wild, iramethodic chaunts which prophesied 
the future Christopher, the larger man may not have had 
the better bargain. When Wilson was not at Elleray, or 
even when he was there, De Quincey delighted much in 
long, aimless walks by himself, especially nocturnal walks. 

(More and more, it seems, after 1610, when Coleridge 
took his final departure from the Lakes, there had been a 
gradual waning of the friendship between Do Quincey and 
Wordsworth. They were still much together ; Words- 
worth still consulted De Quincey about his poems, or lines 
in his poems ; and De Quinoey'a admiration of the hero 
in his poetic character remained unabated. But, whether 
because Wordsworth, in his self-absorption, found De Quia- 
"~cey'a corapanionahip unnecessary, or because De Qnineey 
felt his nerv-es jarred by Wordsworth's habitual austerity 
and masculine hardness, certain it is that there came at 
"^length to bo some degree of mutual alienation. This was 
recompensed in part by the fidelity of Dorothy Words- 
worth's liking for De Quincey and by the growing at- 
tachment to him of Wordsworth's children. The Words- 
worth children were never tired of talking of "Kinscy" 
and the presents he brought them. " Einsey ! Einsey I' 
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what a' bring Katy from London?" were the parting words 
of one of them, his favourite little Kate Wordswortli, as he 
was going away for a while. lie remembered the words, 
and quoted them in a letter which he wrote to Dorothy 
"Wordsworth on hearing of the young thiug's death in hia 
absence, June 4th, 1812. His grief over the death of this 
child passed all that is common in that kind of experiT 

Only a part of the life of a man, eren at the Lakes, can 
consist in walks and talks out-of-doors with friends, or in 
Tiaits to the houses of neighbours. Much of it, all the^ i 
beat of it, must conaist in what he doea by himself within ! 
the four walls that enclose him when he is not dependent 
on others. Have we any glimpse of De Qnincey and hia 1 ' 
occupations in his solitary bachelorhood in his pretty rose- 
embowered cottage at Grasmere? We have; audit ought 
to be qaoted. It is the passage where, overleaping the in- 
terval from his Oxford life, he presents himself as he was 
in 1813, two hundred and fifty miles away from Oiford, 
and buried among mountains; 

" And whiit im I doing amongat the mauntaina f Taking opium. 
Tea; bat what else? Wbj, reader, io iei2, the yea.r wo are now 
-arrived at, aa well aa for some years previous, I have been chieSj 
studying German metaphysics, or the writings of Kant, Fichte, 
Schelllng, &o. And how, and in what manner do I live f in short, 
what class or desoription of men do I belong la? I bid at t 
period — viz., in 1812 — living in a eoCtogs; and with a siogla female 
Bervant {/ami toil qtu mat y petiie), wbo, amongst my neighbours, 
posses by the name of my ' houae-keoper.' And, as a scholar and a 
man of learned education, I may presume to class myself as an no 
worthy member of that iDdeBoile body called gentlemen. Partly oi 
ground I have OBsigned — partly because, from having no visiblCi 
calling or buainesa, it ia rightly judged tliat I must be living on my 
private fortune — I am so classed by my neighbours; and, by the 
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coartesy of modem Engluid, I am usually addross^ on letter*, tur., 
E^irr. . . , Am J married? Nat yet. And I etiil lake opium ° On 
Saturday nights. And, perhaps, bnve takeu it unblushinglj eTef 
aince 'the rainy Sunday,' and 'the stately Pantheon,' and 'the b»- 
&tifio druggut' of ISIMF Even so. And how do I find my boitth 
after all this opium-eating? in short, boir do I do? Whfiprettj 
well, I thank ^foo, reader. In fact, it I dared to say the real and sim- 
ple truth (though, in order to aatisFy the theories ot some medical 
mei, I ought to be ill), I was never better in my life than in the 
Bpring of 1812 ; and I hope sincerely that the quanUty of claret, 
port, or ' London particular Uadeira,' vhioh, in all probability, you, 
good reader, huvc taken, and design to take, for ereiy term of eight 
jeara during your natural life, may aa little disorder your boaltb as 
mine was disordered by all the opium I bad taken (though in quan- 
tity such that I might well have bathed and swum in it) fur the eight i 
years between 1804 and 1812." 

Translated into stricter biographical langaage, this- 
means, in the first place, tbat De Quince; bad been a. 
bard Btndent during bia residence at the Lakes, burning 
tbe midaight oil a good deal orcr bis books of all sorts, 
but especially over the later German tranacendentalists. 
Nothing is said of that other exercise which is the sole 
salvation of any man situated as Dc Quincey was, and 
without which reading and reverie are bat an Epicurean 
waste of spirit — actual production of some kind or other, 
by a wide-awake exertion of one's own faculties, out of 
tbe stuff of one's readings and reveries. We may, how- 
Bttsc, if ne choose, suppose piles of papers on bis table, if 
only in tbe form of abstracts of the books read, and com- 
ments and criticisms on tbem fur his own cdilicattan. Of 
this wB are less certain than of the other fact of which 
the extract asenres us. He bad brought the habit of 
opinm-taking to tbe Lakes with him ; and an iudiapensa- 
ble article on his table, on one night of the week at least, 
when he was seated by himself, and tbe sbotters werfr 
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-ebiit, and tbe candles lit, and the fire baming brightly, 
was tho opium decanter I 

De Quinccy's intimatioDB on this subject are perfectly 
flain. Through the eight years preceding 1812 he had, 
be ssya, persisted uninterruptedly in the use of opium, 
with a ^adual incretise both in the frequency of his doses 
and of the quantity of each, but still — so be could flatter 
himself — with no signs of permanent injury. But, with- 
in a year, he goes on to say, the case was altered. The 
year 1S13, be intimates, was a fatal one in bis history. 
There bad been some calamity of a private kind, causing 
bim great distress. What it was he does not say ; but it 
seems to have been some serious catastrophe in bis pecu- 
niary affairs. This may be inferred from a letter to him 
from his uncle. Colonel Penson, sent from Futtygur, in 
India, and dated IGth July, 1813. "I have heard that 
your affairs are not prosperous," the letter begins, 
■" though of the nature or extent of your misfortuDes I 
bare no information. Yet, as it has pleased God to bless 
tDB beyond either hope or expectation since I left Eng- 
land, I feel that in requesting your acceptance of the 
enclosed I am not violating," &c. What the good ancle 
enclosed was a handsome draft for bis nephew's help. It 
may have been to the same unfortunate crisis in De Quin- 
cey's aSairs that there bad been reference in a note sent 
him by Wordsworth some months before, when be was 
Away on one of bis rambles from Graamere. The mun 
purpose was to inform him of the death of another of 
Wordsworth's children, little Tommy, who had been a pet 
of De Quincey's; but the note ends, " Most tenderly and 
lovingly, with heavy sorrow for you, my dear friend, I 
remain yours, W. WonnawoRTH." Whether the calamity 
was of the kind here suggested or not, it had very im- 
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poilAiit effects on De Quincey'a health, and, through 
them, on his dealings with opium, " I was attacked," he 
Bays, " by a most appalling irritation of the Etamach, in 
all respects the same as that which had caused me bo 
much snffering in youth, and accompanied by a revival 
of the old dreams. Now, then, it was — viz., in the year 
1813 — that I became a regular and confirmed (no longer 
an intermitting) opium-eater." He explains what he 
means by informing us that from this time the use of the 
drug increased and increased upon him till it reached the 
monstrous allowance of ^20 grains of solid opium, or 8000 \ 

_drop8 of laudanum, jier day. Tt may convey a more ex- 
act idea if we add that 8000 drops would fill about seven | 
ordinary wine-glasses. 

That this e):ehange of the practice of a periodical or 
intermittent opiam -debauch for the character of a con- 
firmed and daily opium-eater was accompanied by some 
speedy experience of those opium-horrors of which he has 
left us such vivid descriptions, may be taken for granted. 
It is to a later period, however, that he refers his full 

' experience of those opium-horrors ; and what we should 
gather from his brief accounts of himself for the year or 
two immediately following 1813 is rather that he was not 
yet in the stage of tbat most awful experience of tlie ef- 
fects of opium, but simply under an increasing cloud of 
gloom, with a torpor of the intellectuaJ faculties. The re- 
corded incidents of those jears are very few, and relate 
chiefly to some rambles away from the Lakes. Several 
times, as we are told, he was in London ; and every year, 
it appears, he was for some time in Somersetshire or else- 
where in the West of England, visiting bis mother and 
her friends. It was in one of those visits to Somerset- 
flhire, in 1814, and at Hannah More's house, that he met 
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Mrs, Siddona, then retiring from the stage in her fifty- 
ninth year, and was amused by an animated debate which 
he beard between tbe two ladies on the points of Calvin- 
ism, till Hannah More's lady-like tact changed the subject 
and wiled Mrs. Siddons into her charming recollections of 
Johnson and Garrick. But a more memorable visit than 
any to Somereetahire was that which be paid to Edin- 
burgh, for tbe first time, in the winter of 1814— '15. 

"Wilson, who had been a married man since 1811, when 
the fore-mentioned Miss Jane Penny, the belle of the 
lake Diatrict, became bis wife, bad been coming and go- 
ing as before between Edinburgh and EUeray. He had 
also published his Isle of Palms and other poems ; he was 
about to be called to the Edinburgh Bar; and, being still 
in the enjoyment of bia large patrimonial fortune, though 
very soon to lose it by the misconduct of a relative, he 
was now, in hia thirtieth year, a shining figure in Edhi- 
burgh society. Twice or thrice he iiad tried to bring De 
Quincey with him from the I^ikcs ; but not till now had 
he succeeded. The months of the wint«r of 1814-'16 
which De Quincey did spend in Edinburgh were a sub- 
ject of brilliant recollection long afterwards. Of Scott 
and Jeffrey he seems to have seen nothing, or nothing 
more than their physiognomies in the streets or tbe Par- 
liament House; but tbe g^onp of less-known but rising 
men that was gathered round Wilson and his brothers, 
forming the Young Edinburgh of that date, was sufficient- 
ly interesting in itself. There was Sir William Hamilton, 
in his twenty-seventh year, already nominally a Scottish 
advocate, but really an omnivorous scholar, and, as the 
world carae in time to know, tbe nearest approach to an 
Aristotle rediinvns in tbe British Logic and Metaphysics 
of bis generation. There was Sir William's younger 



i 



'■] 



BACHELOR LIFE AT THE LAKES. 



brother, Thomas Hamiiton, known afterwards as the author 
of Cj/ril Thornton, a novel of considerable merit. There 
was Scott's friend, WOliam Allan, the painter, afterwards 
Sir William Allan, and President of the Royal Scottish 
Academy. There waa a certain Robert Pierce Gillies, of 
the Scottish Bar, more of an invalid than the rest of the 
group, bnt versatile in literature, full of literary goaaip, 
and noted in those days for the " all but princely " style 
of Mb hospitalities. Finally, not to mention others then 
walking the Parliament House as budding barrieters, af- 
terwards to he judges or big-wigs of some kind, there 
was John Gibson Lookbart, yet only in his twenty-first 
year, and not to be called to the Bar till two years hence, 
but already beginning to be recognised on the vei^e of 
the Young Edinbui^h set for his literary promise and his 
scorpion readiness in sting and caricature. In the circle 
of these, with Wilson's house as the centre, De Quincey 
moved during his stay in Edinburgh, welcome among 
them from the first, and leaving among them no ordinary 
impression. Mr. R. P. Gillies has commemorated particu- 
larly the effects of his conversation. " The talk might be 
of ' beeves,' and ho could grapple with them, if expected 
to do BO ; but his musical cadences were not in keeping 
with sach work, and in a few minutes (not without some 
strictly logical sequence) he would escape at will from 
beeves to butterflies, and thence to the soul's immortal- 
ity, to Plato, and Kant, and Schelling, and Fichte, to Mil- 
ton's early years and Shakspeare's Sonnets, to Wordsworth 
and Coleridge, to Homer and j^chylus, to St. Thomas 
of Aquin, St. Basi], and St. Chrysostom." As yet, it is to 
be remembered, De Quincey had not published a line of 
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aftei' his retnrn from Edinburgh we search id vaio, unless 
we may count among them his famous, but undated, ad- 
venture with the Malay. He was sitting in his room in 
his cottage one day when he was informed that thoro was 
a. strange, dark man in the kitchen. Going to the rescue 
of the alarmed girl who had admitted the man, he found 
him to be a poor Malay tramp, in a turbau and dingy 
white trooaers, whom sonic accident had brought into 
those parts. He had some food and rest, and, at his de- 
parture, De Quincey, who could not understand a word 
be said, bnt guessed that as an Asiatic be might be no 
stranger to opium, presented him with some. The Malay, 
after looking at the piece given him, "enough to kill 
some half-dozen dragoons together with their horses," 
immediately bolted the whole at one mouthful. De Quin- 
cey felt anxious for some days ; bnt, as he never heard that 
a dead Malay bad been foand on the roads thereabouts, 
be became satisfied that no barm had been done. 



CHAPTER VL 

LIFB AT THE LAKES, — PROSTRATION mmER 



[1816-1821.] 
Wb have had a picture from De Quincey himself of bia 
life in his cottage at Grasmere in the year 1812. Here is 
a companion picture, also bj bimBelf, of bis life in the 
same cottage in 1816-'l7: 

" Let there be b. cottage, atttudiDg in n valley, eighteen mites from 
an; town ; no Epacioue vallej, but about two miles long b; three- 
qnarterg of a. mile in average width — tlie beneBt of which provision 
is that all families resident within its circuit will comprise, as it were, 
one larger household, persoaallj (aoiiliar to jour eje, and more or 
leas interesting to jour affecdons. Let the mountaius t>e real moun- 
tains, between 3000 and 4000 feet high, and the cottage a real cot- 
tage, not (as a witty author haa it) ' a cottage with a double coach- 
hoQBe;' let it be, in fact {for I mu£t abide b; the actual scene), a 
white cottage, embowered with flowering ahruhe, so chosen as to un- 
a succession of flowers upon the waits, and clusteriog around 
the windows, througb all the months of spring. Bummer, and autumn, 
begioning, in fact, with May roses, and ending with jasmine. Let 
it, however, not be spring, nor summer, nor autumn, but winter io its 

nest shape. ■ . . But here, to save myself the trouble of too much 
verbal description, 1 will introduce a painter, and give him directions 
for the rest of the picture. Paintera do not like white cottages, un- 
less a good deal weather-stained ; hut, as the reader now understands 

. it is a winter night, hia services will not be required except for 
the intide of the house. — Paint me, then, a room seventeen feet by 
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twelve, BOd not more than seven and b half feet high. Thia, 
is Bomenbut ambitiously Bijlud, in mj fnml!}', the drBwing-roam ; 
but, being contriTed ' a double debt lo pay,' ic is also, and more juat- 
ly, termed t!ie library, for it happens that books are the only article 
of property in which I am richer than m; nelghboura. Of these 
I have about 6000, collected graduaUy since my eighteenth year. 
Therefore, painter, put as many aa yua can into this room. Ualte it 
populous with books ; and, furtheTmore, paint me a good fire, and 
furniture plain and modcat, befitting the unpretendiog cottage of a 
scholar. And near the fire paint me a («a-tabte; and (as it is clear 
that uo creature can come to sec mc on auch a stormy night) plaoe 
only two cups and saucers on the tea-tray ; and, if you know how U> 
paint such a thing, BymboUcally or otherwise, paiut me an eternal 
teapot — ctenial a partf ante and a parte pott ; for I usually drink tea 
from eight o'clock at night to fonr in the morning. And, as it is 
very unpleasant to make tea, or to pour it out, for one's self, paint 
me a lovely youn^ woman sitting at the table. Paint her arms iike 

Aurora's, and her smiles like Hebe's ; but no, dear M 1 not even 

in jeat let me inamuatc that thy power to illuminate my cottage rests 
upon a tenure bo perishable as mere personal beauty, or that the 
witchcraft of angelic smites lien within the empire of any earthly 
penciL Pass, then, my good painter, to something more within ite 
power; and the next article brought forward should naturally be 
myeelf— a picture of the Opium-cater, with his 'little golden recep- 
tacle of the pernicious drug' lying beaiile him on the table. As to 
the opium, I have no objection to see a picture of that; you may 
paint it, if you choose; but I apprise you that no 'little' receptacle 
would, even in 1816, answer my purpose, who was at a distance from 
the 'stately Pantheon' and all drug^ta (mortal or otherwise). No: 
yon may as well paint the real receptacle, which was not of gold, bat 
of glass, and as much Ukc a sublunary wine-decanter as posilble. 
fact, one day, by a aeries of happily conceived experiments, I discov- 
ered that it vHu a decanter. Into this you may put a quart of i 
coloured laudanum; that, and a book of German metaphysics placed 
by its Bide, will sufficiently attest my being in the neighbourhood." 

The fair tea-maker of this passage, styled " dear 

M ," was De Quincey's wife, whom he married 

the end of 1616. She was a Margaret Simpsoa, daaghter 
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of a small Westmoreland farmer, living at a place called 
"The Na b," near De Qiiincey's cottage, and sonietiniea 
Gonfonnded now with that cottage by tourists, the rather 
because De Quiucey alternated a good deal between the 
two after his marriage. At the date of the marriage the 
bride was eighteen years of age, De Quincey being thirty- 
one. For a while before the event, and in anticipation of 
it, De Quincey had, as he tells us, " suddenly aud without 
any considerable effort," reduced his daily allowance of 
opium from 320 grains, or 8000 di'ops, to 40 grains, or 
1000 drops. The effect had been magical. The " cloud 
of profoundest melancholy " which had rested on his 
brain passed away ; his mind could think as healthily as 
ever before ; he could read Kant again, or any other hard 
writer, with clear intelligence. Aud so for a while after 
the marriage, till he could connt about a year altogether 
of parenthetic peace and happiness in this portion of bis 
life. " It was a year of brilliant water (to speak after 
the manner of jewellers), set, as it were, and insulated, in 
the gloomy umbrage of opium." For, as he goes on to 
inform us, his restriction of himself to the diminished 
allowance was but temporary ; and from some time in 
1817, on through 1818, and even into 1819, he was again 
under the full dominion of the fell agent, rising once 
more to his 8000 drops per diem, or even sometimes to 
12,000 drops. This, accordingly, was the time of that 
most intimate and tremendous experience of the opium- 
horrors in his own case which he has described in part of 
his Confeneions. 

His description fully bears out the accepted beUef, 
confirmed so strikingly by the similar case of Coleridge, 
that one inevitable effect of opium-eating is paralysis of 
the will. With his intellectual apprehensions of duty as 
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J propose or execute nothing ; lie 
an infant for any practical effort. 
Everything was neglected or procrastinated ; the domestic 
economy, so far aa it depended on himself, might have 
gone to wreck ; letters, however urgent, lay abont unan- 
swered. Further, there was a paralysia of that very physi- 
cal craving which, if gratified, might have furnished so 
far a counteractive to the opium. While he had always 
before needed and liked long walks, and while his sole 
chance now lay in enormous exercise of that kind, he 
sank into a state of hopeless sedentariness. Add to all 
this the protracted, ever-varying, never-ceasing nightmare 
of his opium-dreams. On this subject he haa left us many 
p^es, blending records of his own dreams with such a 
Bcieuce or philosophy of opium-dreaming in general as 
perhaps no other man ever attempted. Biographically, 
the following is the substance : That faculty of day- 
dreaming, of projecting optical images or fancies out of 
one's own mind into the air, which is constitutionally 
strong in some, and which had been unusually strong in 
De Quincey from his infancy, was now intensified by his 
opium-eating into an ungovernable propensity. Espe- 
cially at night, as he lay awake in bed, his thoughts trans- 
lated themselves into visions which could not be dis- 
missed, or visions would come of themselves, in the form 
of " vast processions" and "friezes of never-ending 
stories " painted on the darkness. This morbid activity 
of the faculty of visual creation pursued him into sleep. 
It seemed aa if a theatre were " suddenly opened and 
j lighted up " within his brain, for the performance, regu- 
I larly as sleep came, of nightly extravaganzas and phan-_ 
What had troubled the phantasy already 
by day would re-appear in the night with wonderful trans- 
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mntations and expansions, or any sabject that had been 
thought of by day would present itself at night in amaa- 
ing dream-scenery and allegory. Eat, on the whole, the 
resonrccs of material for the repeated nigbtty pageant 
Beemed boandless. What shonld come, or whence it 
came, was incalculable. It was as if among the specific 
potencies of opium was that of searching out whatever 
was stored np and dormant anyhow in the most secret 
intricacies of the nervous organism, unlocking all doors, 
compelling all the hoarded photographic impressions of 
all that had happened in the life of a human being from 
the hoar of birth to yesterday, all that bad gone into ob' 
livion with himself and was known to God only, to flash 
out again, and become real and significant once more in 
the dreamy revel. But it was also as if, with all this re- 
covery of the forgotten actual, the bounds of ordinary 
sense-experience were burst, and the world of the dreams 
was not the human world, but some other, infernal or 
supernal. The sense of space, and latterly the sense 
of time, were strangely affected. One moved, or hung, 
or sank, in measureless chasms, unshored astronomical 
abysses, or depths without a star ; minutes shot out into 
years, or centuries were shrivelled into minutes. When 
the dream-scenery was most earthly, there was never any 
comfort in it, but always a sense of misery, dread, strug- 
gle and battle, eternal pursuit of something, or eternal 
flight from some unescapahle enemy. He gives speci- 
mens of some of the dreams that were most frequent or 
most hideous. Sometimes, in some recollection of the 
Malay, the dream-imagery was Oriental, Egypt adding bei 
horrors to those of China and Hindostan, and all three 
yielding a monstrous jumble of things animate and inani- 
mate, amid which he was compelled to move and suffer, 
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seekiiig refage in vain in pagodas and their most secret 
rooma, or cbased for ages through tropical forests, or 
buried in caves with mummies and sphinxes and ali the 
abominations of the ibis and crocodile. At other times, 
though the dream-scenery at first might be Oriental or 
Alpine, or of grave-yards in some quiet valley, it would 
tarn at last into multitudinous and lamp-tit London, with 
its mazes and lahyrinth'a of streets, and through those 
mazes and labyrinths he would himself be wandering 
ronnd and round, amid legions of ruffianly faces, groping 
in vain for the lost Ann of Oxford Street. 

To wake day after day at noon from such night-mare 
miseries, and be aware of his wife and children staoding 
by him, and to know that, when the day waned, it wonid 
only he to plunge him again into the hideous tumult of 
his other or opium-generated existence, became an agony 
nnsufierable. He shrauk from the approach of sleep, and 
longed to sleep no more. His condition in his waking 
hours was that of a " suicidal despondency;" there seemed 
no exit from his wretchedness but suicide or lunacy. At 
last, however — just when the reader is tired of the 
monotony of so much misery, and pity is passing into 
something like disgust, especially in recollection of the 
I young wife and mother who had to be the nurse of her 
I opium-besotted husband, and indeed when one has been 
taking refuge from the necessity of such disgust in the 
faocy that matters were not so bad as they are described, 
and that some of the more hideous opium-dreams were 
Bubaeqaent constructions of literary genius, in which fic- 
tion was piled upon remembered fact — just at this point 
one ia able to leave the ugly sea of storm and confusion, 
and to set foot on a landing-place. This we do in the 
year 1819. There had, indeed, been a gleam of returning 
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hope in the previous year. In the very thickest depth of 
I>e Qnincey's mental obscuration, when he could attend to 
nothing, and had abandoned a certain great pbiloaopbical 
wort, De Emendatione Humani Intdlectui, which he had 
projected in imitation of Spinoza, he had been roused 
by the receipt, from a friend in Edinburgh, of a copy of 
Ricardo'a Principles of Political Economy, then recently 
published. The book fascinated him; he could read and 
enjoy it; he admired the author prodigiousiy ; Eicardo 
seemed to him the first man who had shot light and order 
into what had hitherto been but a " dark chaos of mate- 
rials." He was moved even to write, or to dictate to his 
wife, thoughts that grew out of his reading. There had 
thus grown in his hands the manuscript of a book or 
pamphlet entitled Prolegomena to all Fulure Systems of 
Political Economy. The book had been actually adver- 
tised, and arrangements made for printing it, when the 
opinm-torpor again fell upon him and the manuscript was 
left incomplete. Now, however, in 1819, he shook himself 
free with more effect. The circumstanoes are left shad- 
owy; and it does not seem that it was then, or till a while 
later, that he achieved what he calls his " triumph," or re- 
lease for a good while together from his thraldom to 
opium. Enough is told, however, to show that, notwith- 
standing all the exertions of his gentle wife, the res an- 
ffusla domi had become ao severe in the cottage at Gras- 
mere that even the opium-torpor had to relax its hold and 
permit the master of the household to rise and look about 
him. By some immense eSort De Quincey had moderated 
his dependence on the drug, and was looking about him 
in something like restored capacity for work, when- 
bathos from the projected De Emendatione Humani /w- 
telleelut and the Prolegomena to all Future Systems of 
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Political Economy/ — he waa caoght by the AVcstmoreland 
Tories and converted into the editor of their local news- 

The Westmoreland Oazette had been started in 1818, 
during the general election of that year, when Mr. Brough- 
am had the first of his three iin successful contests for the 
great northern county. It was started at Kendal, on funds 
raised by gentlemen who were " friends to the Constitu- 
tion," to oppose the " infamous leyelling doctrines" of Mr. 
Brougham and of the local Whig organ called the Kendal 
Chronicle. An editor had been procured from London, 
but had turned out a failure; and about the middle of 
1819 the editorship was offered to De Quincey. They 
had offered him a salary of IGOl. a year; but, as this was 
to be for the performance of all the duties, and as that in- 
volved residence in Ecndal, Do Quincey preferred an ar- 
rangement by which he was to pay a sub-editor to do the 
drudgery at Eendal, keeping the surplus for himself for 
his leading articles and supervising editorship from Graft- 
mere. The sub-editor whom he engaged would not take 
less than two guineas a. week, leaving but 501. 16«. for his 
chief; but the proprietors handsomely made up this snm 
to 54/. 12s., or a complete guinea a week. Of all this De 
Quincey sent a detailed account, in very hopeful terms, to 
his uncle in India, informing the colonel at the same time 
that he had engagements with £laci:wood's Magazine and 
the Quarterly Review, which would bring him 180i, a year 
more, and concluding with a request to be allowed to draw 
upon the colonel for 500/., "say 160/. now, and the other 
350/. in six or eight months hence," This would re-estab- 
lish him for life, ho said, and he looked forward to a re- 
moval to London, to resume his training for the profession 
of the law. 
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The specimena given by Mr. Pago, from the files of the 
W^estmoreland Oanette, of De Quincey's leading articles 
and notices to correspondents during his time of editor- 
ship, confirm Mr. Page's general conclusion that he '* was 
not born for a aucoeaaful newspaper editor." Perhaps the 
most characteristic of the (quoted specimena is an article 
in which, in answer to remonstrances that he was flying 
over the heads of hia readers, he expounds his ideas of 
provincial editorship iu general and of the prospects of 
the Weatmorelaivi Gazette in particular. "The editor," 
he says, " can assure his readers that his own personal 
friends in most of the Universities, especially in the three 
weightiest — Osford, Cambridge, and Edinburgh — are quite 
competent in number and power to float the Gazette tri- 
umphantly into every section and division of those learned 
bodies." Nor was this all. While not neglecting the de- 
mands of his humbler constituents of Westmoreland, he 
could not forget that well-educated and learned readers 
were numerous in the county. For their aakes he is proud 
to intimate tbat he "has received assurances of support 
from two of the most illustrious men in point of intellect- 
ual pretensions that have appeared for some ages " — 
whether Wordsworth and Coleridge, or Wordsworth and 
8outhey, is not quite obvious. But even this is not all. 
" The editor will go a step further. He will venture to 
affirm that, even without the powerful aid here noticed (to 
which he might have added a promise of co-operation 
from Loudon, the four great commercial towns of the sec- 
ond class, many of the third class, and so downwards, as 
also occasionally from Paris and Vienna, from Canada, 
and from Ilindostan, ifec.) — even without the powerful 
aid here noticed, he could singly and unsupported secure 
to the Gazette one feature of originality which would 
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draw upon it a general notice throughout Great Britain." 
Was not German Literature a yet unworked mine of 
weftlth, an absolute Fotosi ; and might not the editor say 
without vanity, since his part would be only that of Belect- 
ing and translating, that no journal in the kingdom could 
draw on this mine so eaailj, or exhibit such nuggets from 
it weekly, aa the Westmoreland Gazelle ? All this for a 
guinea a week to the editor at Grasmere, with two guineas 
a week for the grimy cormorant drudging for him in some 
public -house at Kendal! There is something like evi- 
dence, however, that the cormorant was dismissed, and 
that De Quincey took up hia quarters for some time at 
Eendal, uniting the functions of editor and sub -editor, 
and, it is to be hoped, their salaries. There is one letter 
from him to his wife, at all events, dated "Commercial 
Inn, 11 o'clock on Thursday night," which presents him 
as then in Kendal by himself, before a table covered with 
printer's proofs, and very heavy-hearted at being away 
from Grasmere. He has been vexed particularly by news 
of the illness of his little child Margaret. "God bless her, 
poor little lamb !" he ejaculates aSectionately, adding that, 
if his wife cannot come to Kendal to-morrow, he will try 
to be at Grasmere next week. 

After all, De Quincey seems to have done not badly in 
his editorship, even by the standard of the Tory gentlemen 
of Westmoreland. If the local circulation was not lai^e, the 
matter administered was probably more acceptable to tha 
country folks than that of Coleridge's friend. One thing 
the editorship had done for De Quincey himself. It had 
given him a liking for the sight of printer's proofs. Ac- 
cordingly, bis editorship of the Westmoreland Gazette hav- 
ing come to an end some time in 1820, or been converted, 
by understanding with the proprietors, into a mere con- 
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tributorahip thenceforward, he was on the ontlook for 
other literary employment. Not unnaturally his thoughts 
turned first to Edinburgh, where his friend Wilson, now 
Professor of Moral Philosophy, had since 1811 been the 
lord of BlaehiBooiPa MagaziTie, and he and Lockhart and a 
band of daring yonng Tories about them had made that 
magazine at once a terror and a new splendour in the 
bland, and where there was no lack of other literary pos- 
sibilities and openings. The engagement on Blackwood 
mentioned by De Quincey to his uncle in 1819 had, it 
would appear, turned out a quasi-engagement only; and 
in the end of 1820 he is found in Edinburgh in person, 
examining chances on the spot. In a letter to his wife 
thence, dated Decomber 9, 1820, he speaks of the cordial 
reception he has had among his old Edinburgh friends. 
Nothing definite, however, seems to have come of the visit, 
"Wilson, one cannot doubt, did his best ; but there may 
have been difficulties. And so, not yet an actual contrib- 
utor to Blackwood, but only a potential contributor, De 
Quincey was back at his home in the Lakes early in 1821, 
It was in London, and not in Edinburgh, that he was first 
to appear as a writer ii 
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LONDON MAGAZIKE," AND FIRST 



[1821-1830.] 

Tea metropolitan magazine of cliief not« in those daya 
was the London Magazine. It bad been established in 
JaBUHry, 1820, with Messrs. Baldwin, Cradock, & Co. for 
the publishers, and the Aherdonian Mr. John Scott for edi- 
tor ; but, in July, 1821, after the donth of Soott in his un- 
fortunate duel, it passed into the hands of Messrs. Taylor 
& Heaaey, who were thenceforward themselves the edi- 
tors. And very good editors ihey were. Aiming bigh, 
and having retained the beat of the contributors in Scott's 
time and added others, they had already, in 1821, a suffi- 
ciently remarkable staff aboat them, whom they kept in 
good-humour and a kind of stimalated unity of endeavour, 
not only by what was then considered liberal pay, but also 
by an excellent monthly dinner, for talk and wit-combat, 
at the expense of the firm, Keats, who had contributed 
the earlier numbers, had died in February, 1821; 
but Charles Lamb, at the age of forty-sis, and under his 
newly-adopted signature of "Elia," was obliging Messrs. 
Taylor & Hessey and the world with fresh specimens 
of his charming essays. Among the other eontribntots 
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were, or were to be, Hazlitt, John HamUlon Reynolds, the 
stalwart Allan Cunningham, the Rev, Henry Francis Gary, 
John Poole, George Darley, Bryan Waller Procter, and 
Thomas Hood. This last, indeed, at the age of twenty- 
three, was a kind of assistant editor. There was also a 
certain shabby-genteel and bejewelled effeminate, named 
Thomas Griffith Wainwright, whose department was the 
f^ne Arta, and who, nuder the signature of "Janus Weath- 
ercock," wrote most of the articles on great painters and 
engravers, and criticisms of contemporary pictures. He 
was to die in Australia long afterwards as a convict who 
had been transported for forgery, but who was known also, 
by evidence irresistible, as the murderer, by poison, of two 
yonng ladies, boarders in his honse, on whose lives be had 
speculated for a total of 13,000/. by scattered investment* 
in different insurance offices. 

It is curious to look over the old volumes of the London 
Maffoiine now, and to observe the papers in them that 
have become classic. It was in the number for September, 
1821, or about two raontha after Messrs, Taylor & Hbb- 
sey had become proprietors, that there appeared a paper 
of twenty pages entitled Confetgions of an Opium-eater, 
Imng an Extrael from the lAfe of a Scholar. That there 
were unusual expectations of popularity for this piece is 
proved by the appended editorial note (! by young Hood), 
fltating that " the remainder of this very interesting article 
will be given in the next number." Accordingly, the num- 
ber for October, 1821, leads off with Part II. of the Cor- 
fasiona in twenty-seven pt^es. It contains, moreover, a 
notice from the author explanatory of the dates in the 
First Part, and another editorial paragraph of congratula- 
tion over the new contributor. " We are not often in the 
habit of eulogizing our own work," says the pari^rapb ; 
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" tut we cannot neglect the opportunity which the follow- 
ing explanatory note gives us of calling the attention of 
our readers to the deep, eloquent, and masterly paper which 
stands first in our present number." The Confesnrms, in 
fact, were widely read, and roused much curiosity. The 
cry, on all hands, was for more of the same extraordinary 
matter. That was not so easy ; but in the number for De- 
cember, 1831, there appeared a letter from the Opium- 
eater, signed " X. Y, Z.," courteously rebuking Mr. James 
Montgomery for his scepticism as to the authenticity of 
the Confessions, and promising a Third Part in time, 
Meanwhile, in the same number, the public bad from the 
new author, signing himself " Gtasmeriensis Teutoniaans," 
s paper On the Writings of John Paul Frederick Riehter, 
including a translated specimen. Then, for a whole year, 
there was a break, the promise of a contrnnatJon of the 
Confashns hanging unfulfilled, and the readers of the 
magazine liaring to content themselves with other fare, 
the best morsel of which was Charles Lamb's " Disserta- 
tion on Roast Pig," in September, 1822, In that year, 
1822, however, Messrs. Taylor & Hessey had the pleaa- 
are of bringing out the Confessiotis of an Unglish Optum- 
eater in a separate little duodecimo volume, the author's 
name still suppressed. They would fain still have had the 
promised continuation in their magazine, and apologized to 
their readers for not having been able to fulfil that engage- 
ment By way of compensation, they were glad to pub- 
lish, through the years 1823 and 1824, everything that De 
Quincey chose to give them, taking care that it should be 
known that the articles were by " The English Opium- 
eater," 

In January, 1B23, were begun Letters to a Young Man 
whose Education has been Neglected, continued in the num- 
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bera for February, March, May, and June ; in the April 
number, which these " Letters " bad skipped, appeared a 
sketch of Herder under the title The Death of a German 
Great Man,; and, not to mention leas important contribu- 
tions Btraggling through the numbers of the year, the Sep- 
tember number contained tbe first instalment, and the 
October and November numbers two more iustaliDents, of 
the series of papers entitled generally Notes from the Pock- 
et-hook of a late Opium-eater, and sub-titled individually 
*' Walking Stewart," " Malthns," " On the Knocking at the 
Gate in Macbeth," " English Dictionaries," &c In Decem- 
ber, 1823, an Answer of llie Opium-eater lo Mr. Hazlitfs 
Letter respecting Mr. Maltktia, and a paper On Malthuis 
Measure of Value, made the public further aware of tbe 
Opium-eater's pretensions in Political Economy. The 
year 18S4 was not less prolific. The January number of 
that year gave the first part of the Opium-eater's Mktorico- 
critieal Inquiry into the Origin of tlte MoKcrueiaTis and 
FreemasoTia, continued in February and March, and not 
ooncluded till June ; the Fcbrnary number gave also Ana- 
lecta from John Paul Richter, in tbe form of five more 
translated specimens of that author; tbe March number 
gave, as an additional specimen of Richter, his Dream upon 
the Universe; and in various numbers from March to July 
there were further instalments of Notes from the Pocket- 
book of a late Opium-eater. Thus we arrive at tbe 
months of August and September, 18S4, made memorable 
by a special contribution from the Opium-eater. Another 
British pioneer of German Literature had recently appear- 
ed in Mr. Thomas Carlyle, ten years younger than De 
Quincey, and of limited reputation as yet His transla- 
tion of Goethe's Wilkelm Meister bad just been published 
anonymously in Edinburgh ; and, having been recommend- 
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ed to the London Magazine by Edward Irving, he was 
breaking up, to bo seat £rom Scotland, for anonymoui 
pnblication in that magazine, his Life of Srhiller, then in 
munnscript. The first portion of the Life had appeared 
in the number for October, 1823 ; the second portion had 
appeared in the number for January, 1824, along with the 
first instalment of De Quincey'a Rfisicrucian Inquiry ; the 
third had appeared in July, 1824 (Carlyle then on his first 
visit to London) ; and the remainder came out in August 
and September. It was rather liard that in those very , 
two numbers there should appear Dc Quinccy's article on 
Goethe, founded on his feilow-contributor'a Translation of , 
Wilhelm Meister. In the main, it is true, the article was \ 
an onslaught on Goethe himself — an attempt to drag bin 
down from the eminence claimed for him by his translator I 
and others, and to represent him as a tedious and immoral / 
old impostor; but the translator came in for a share of | 
the blame. He was taken to task for his Scotticisms, I 
mistakes in the German, and generally for the stiSness and I 
awkwardness of Ins English prose. Altogether the critique 
was, as Carlyle has owned, a rather annoying log of offence 
thrown across his path at that moment. After the artictoi 
on Goethe, I>e Quincey's contribntions to the magazine in 
1824 were Walladmor : Analym of a German ITovet, and 
a translation of Kant's Idea of a Universal History on a 
Cosmopolitical Plan, both in the October number; and 
a paper entitled Falsification of the History of England, 
which appeared in the number for December. 

The connexion of Do Quincey with the London Maga- 
zine seems to have ceased after 1624, in consequence 
arrangements about that time by Messrs. Taylor & Hos- 
sey for qnilting the proprietorship. But others were ( 
the alert for anything from the pen of "The Opium-eat- 
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er." Mr, Charles Kniglit, who had started his Knighft 
Quarterly Magazine in 1823, and who counted the brill- 
iant yonng Macaalay and the brilliant young Fraed on hia 
staff, had obtained at least one article from De Quincey, 
and had become personally acquainted with him in Jnly, 
1824, with a Tiew to more. But a good deal of De Quin- 
cey'a time in the year 1825 was taken up with a wretched 
piece of literary businesa into which he had been lured by 
hia own analysis of the German novel Walladnior in the 
London Magasitie of October, 1824. The said Wallad- 
mor was a German fabrication, jn the shape of a pretended 
" New Romance by the Author of Waverley," brought out 
at Leipsic at a time when there was a lull in the produc- 
tion of those real Waverley Novels without which German 
readers, as well as British, found life insipid. G^rniany 
was deceived from end to end by the three-volnrae substi- 
tute for the absent reality. The first copy imported into 
England having como into De Quincey's hands, he had 
scribbled his article on it for the magazine as rapidly as 

3 could, with the unfortunate effect that, having hit on 
Bome passages of merit and translated them, he was com- 
missioned by Messrs. Taylor & Hessey to translate the - 
whole. When he became better acquainted with the rub- 
bish he would gladly have been free from the last ; but, 
as that could not be, he took his revenge by treating the 
affair as a practical joke. He so cut and carved the origi- 
nal, and De Quinceyfied it by insertions and compressions, 

a to be able to bring oat, in the course of 1825, an Eng- 
lish Walladmor in two volumes, with a prefixed "dedica- 
tion " of elaborate banter. 

And so, from 1821 to 1826, or between De Quincey'a 
thirty-seventh and his forty-first year, we have the first 
burst of his magazine articles and cognate publications. 
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If be bad come late ioto tbe field of literature, be bad come 
into it at last with one advantage. There bad been im 
mease, if nnioteniled, prepttration ; De QuiDoey'a article, 
like George Eliot'a novels afterwards, had not to be spun 
ont of a vacnam. There can be no donbt, however, tbat 
De Qiiincey's endden leap into celebrity was due in great 
port to tbe peculiar nature of the articles by which be had 
cboECD to introduce biniHelf. There was Hometbing almost 
staggering in tbe act of self-espoaure by wbich a man eon- 
BCnted that he should be known as " The Opinni-«ater,'' 
not figuratively or fictitiously, as some at first supposed, 
but with tbe most positive assurances that bis revelations 
were real excerpts from bis own life. The signature of 
" The Opium - eater " to any article whatever became 
thenceforward an attraction. Not that this would have 
lasted long had there not been recompense in superlative 
measure in the articles themaelves. But who could deny 
that there was such recompense J Here, evidently, was no 
common writer, no dullard or back, but a new man of gen- 
ius, a new power in English prose literature. There was 
proclaniatioa of tbe fact in a quarter whence a favorable 
Terdict was then of some value. As early as October, 
1623, "Tbe Opium-eater" had been made to figure as i 
colloquist in Wilson's Nocteg Ambrosiana: ; and again, in 
October, 1825, there was a passage in the Nodes praising 
De Quincey as " a man of a miilion," This, of course, 
was kindness on Wilson's part ; but it was no eiaggera- 
tion of the current opinion. 

What meanwhile, through tbe four years of his grow- 
ing celebrity, bad De Quincey himself been doing? Though 
Graamere was still his nominal head-qaartera (where, indeed, 
hia books and papers had by this time overflowed bis own 
cottage at Townend, and invaded his father-in-law's cottage 
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of Kydal Nab, if not a third cottage adjacent), tlio clear 
inference from the records is that from 1821 to 1835 he 
resided chiefly in London. There is a very interesting 
note on the subject, though with some exaggeration of the 
fact, in Eohn's edition of Lowndes's Bibliographer's Man- 
nal. " The Confessions," Mr, Bohn says, " were written in 
a little room at the back of Mr. H. G. Bobn'e premises, 
No. 4 Yorfc Street, Covent Garden, where Mr. De Quineey 
resided, in comparative seclusion, for several years. He 
had previously lived in the neighbourhood of Soho Square, 
Kud for some years was a frequent visitor to the shop of 
Mr. Bohn's father, then the principal denier in German 
books. The writer remembers that he always seemed to 
speak in a kind of whimper." From De Quinoey's own 
reminiscences we gather some other particulars. It was 
during the time of his connexion with the London Magazine 
that he came thoroughly to know Lamb and liis sister and 
saw most of them. They were excessively kind to him, 
insisting on his coming from hia solitary lodgings as often 
e to dine and spend the evening with them ; and 
le of those quiet evenings with the Lambs 
Tcry tenderly and prettily, testifying the increase of his 
regard for the good brother and sister the more he knew 
of their heroic relations to each other, and of their real 
benevolence. He does not seem to have been frequently 
at the monthly dinners given by Messrs. Taylor & Hea- 
aey to their magazine staff, and at which Lamb, as the 
chief of the wits round the table, always stuttered and 
sparkled at his brightest Barry Cornwall could remem- 
ber De Quincey's appearance at only one of those din- 
ners, when " the expression of his face was intelligent, but 
cramped and somewhat peevish," and when he " was self- 
involved and did not add to the cheerfulness of the meet- 
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^V ing." This may have been at tLe particular dinner of 

^M November, 1891, at wbich, bb De QuJncey tells us hiraself, 

^M he met Mr. Wainwright among the company, did not lilte 

^H faiiD, and nttlier wondered why Lamb paid him so moch 

^m attention. Walks with Hazlitt and little angry diacnssions 

^B with him, and glimpses of young Talfoiird and other lights 

^B rising or risen on the skirts of Messrs. Taylor & Hessey's 

^M literary group, are also to be imagined. The sub-editorial 

^M calls at his lodgings by young Thomas Hood, on the " fre- 

^M quent and agreeable duty" of dunning him for copy, 

^B must not be foi^otten. Then it was, as Hood liked to re- 

^1 member in after-years, that he used to find De Quincey 

^H " in the midst of a German Ocean of Literature," his room 

^B flooded and plugged with books, and that, invited soma- 

^M times to stay, ho would listen with amazement to the 

^H strange tenant of the rooms far into the small hoors. He 

^M still retained a memento of those visits, he adds, in the 

^V original manuscript of one of De Quincey's papers, exhi]>- 

iting the stain of " a large purplish ring " where the tum- 
bler of laudanum negus had rested on. it. For, in his Lon- 
don solitude, and apparently in 1823-24, the author of 
the Confessions, who had signified that the days of his 
opinm-eating were past, had again succumbed. What with 
this relapse into hia old habit, what with the constjint de- 

Lpression of his ill-health, ho was again very wretched ; and 
the picture we have to form of him in those days from all 
the preserved memorials is the very reverse of that which 
would have been natural in any other case of such sudden- 
ly attained literary distinction. Not as a lion in general 
society or as a frequenter of club-dinners, or even as a man 
at home of his own accord in the houses of a few select 
friends, is the De Quincey of 1821-25 to be figured, bnt 
rather as the confirmed and incurable eccentric, the in- 
I I 
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camation of sby nervousness, tbat he was to be for all the 
rest of his life. He avoided intercourse with his fellow- 
creatures aa much as he could, and was happy, if he waa 
ever happy, only in solitary afternoon walks ahout Covent 
Garden and the Strand, where he could observe passers-by 
and look into shop-windows, or in longer rambles at night 
out into unknown suburbs, whence he could return, by 
silent circuits of roads, to his own book-blocked room and 
the laudanum negua. 

Now, as afterwards, friends and admirers who desired 
bis iatimaoy Lad, as it were, to break in upon him. We 
do hear of one or two such friendly inroads on his com- 
fortless privacy. Thns, in the summer of 1324, Mr. Matr 
thew Davenport Hill sought him out, and roused him not 
a little. More cSective still seems to have been Mr. Charles 
Knight's acquaintanceship with him, begun, as we have 
seen, in the interests of £'niffki's Quarterly Magazine. 
Mr. Knight, six years younger than De Qnincey, and ar- 
dent in literature in those days with even more than the 
usual ardour of a young publisher, liked nothing better 
than to get Do Qnincey to dine with him, or stay with 
him awhile, in his house in Pall Mall East. " 01 for an 
hour of De Quincey !" he wrote years afterwards, in recol- 
lection of those evenings in comparison with anv he had 
spent in the interval; and he has handed down several 
anecdotes illustrative of the incredible helplessness of the 
little guest whom he and his household so liked to shelter. 
One day in 1825, Mr. Knight, retuming from Windsor, 
found that De Quincey, whom lie had left in his house in 
Pall Mall East, had departed abruptly, leaving word that 
he had gone home U> Westmoreland. Knowing that be 
had intended to go thither, and had only been waiting for 
remittance from his mother, to " satisfy some clamorous 
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creditoro" before Lb went, Mr, Knight thought nothing of 
the matter. In a few dajs, however, he heard that De 
Qnincey was still in town, and in a dreadful difficulty. 
Followiug the clue to his whereabouts, he found him in a 
miserable lodging on the Surrey side of the river, Ub 
" dreadful diflSculty " being that the expected remittance 
bad reached him in the form of a lai^je draft on a London 
bank, payable at twenty-one days' sight, and that he had 
been informed, on going to Lombard Street, that the draft 
conld not be cashed till the time was up. Too shy to re- 
tnm to Mr. Knight's house and explain why he had come 
back, he bad gone, for accommodation for the twenty-one 
days, into a hiding-hole where he was really not safe from 
being robbed ; and it was with surpriae, as well as delight, 
that he received Mr. Knight's assurance that the difficulty 
about the draft was not insapcrable, and he might have 
the cash at once. 

/ Mr. Knight's anecdote fits in bnt too well with other 
/ proofs that one of the causes of De Quincey'a moping and 
I evasive habits through the time of his London life was 

\excnieiating pecuniary embarrassment. And no wonder. 

I The calculation even now is that a writer for magazines 
I I sod reviews can hardly, by his utmost industry, unless he 

j is also on the staff of a newspaper, or is exceptionally ro- 

' tained by a Sxcd engagement — as Southey and Macaulay 
I ' were — make more than 2SQi. a year. On that hypothesis 
it is not difficult to compute that all De Quincey'a earn- 
inga between 1821 and 1825, by the London Magazine or 
whatever else, must have been a poor provision for the ex- 
penses of himself in London and of his family at Graa- 
mere. In fact, however it happened, he was so much ia 
debt, and so hard-pressed for money, as to be on this ac- 
count also desperately miserable. "At this time," he had 
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written to Professor Wilson, in Edinburgh, on the 24th of 
February, 1825, "I am quite free from opium; but it haa 
left the liver — the Achillea' heel of almost every human 
fabric — subject to affections which are tremendous for the 
weight of wretchedness attached to them. To fence with 
these with the one ham!, and with the other to maintun 
the war with the wretched business of hack-author, with 
all its horrible degradations, is more than I ara able to 
bear. At this moment I have not a place to hide my head 
in. Something I meditate — I know not what. . . . With 
a good publisher and leisure to premeditate what I write, I 
might jet liberate myself: after which, having paid every. 
body, I would slink into some dark comer, educate my 
children, and show my face in the world no more." 
adds that he may be addressed either " to the cure of ifrs. 
De Quincey, Rydal Nab, Westmoreland," or " to the car* 
of M. D. Hill, Esq., 11 King's Bench Walt, Temple ;" but 
that the latter address might be th« better, because he 
would rather not be tracked too precisely at present. Per- 
haps it was the "large draft" of Mr, Knight's anecdota 
that cleared the way for the desired return to Wostmoi 
land. Not at this point only in De Qnincey's biography 
has the reader to suspect "remittances from his mother"" 
of which there is no distinct record. 

De Quincey was certainly back in Westmoreland before, 
the end of 1825, and in circumstances tolerably easy after 
his late London experience. "Thank Ood, you are di 
now domineered over by circuin stances, and may your n 
ble nature never more be disturbed but by its own work- 
ings 1" we find Wilson writing to him from Edinburgh o 
the 12tb November in that year. The letter, which begins 
"My dear Plato," speaks ot promised contributions by De 
Quincey to a forthcoming volame of miscellanies which 
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Wilson and Lockhart liad projected, under tbc name of 
Janug, or the Edinburgh Literary Almanac, It also ad- 
verts to Lockhsrt's commencing editorship of the Quar- 
terly Review, and to the interest De Qnincey may have in 
that event. " He knows your great talents, and will, I 
know, act in the moat gentlemanly spirit to all contribu- 
tors;" and why should not De Qnincey be thinking of a 
noble article on Kant for the new editor? 

Though Janus had to appear in the beginning of 1828 
without Do Quincey'a hand in it, Wilson's letter prepares 
us for the next important stage in his literary life. This 
was his connexion, through Wilson, with Blackwood's Mag- 
asine. It began by the pahlication in the number of that 
magazine for November, 1826, of the first portion of an 
article on Lesaing, entitled Lessing's Zaocoon, translated 
with Notes. The second portion appeared in the number 
for January, 1627 ; and was followed in February, 1827, 
by The Last Says of Immanuel Kant and the famous es- 
say Oh Murder considered as One of the Mne Arts ; and 
in March, 1837, appeared the paper entitled Toilette of the 
Sebrew Lady, After an interval — i. e., in August, 1 830 — 
there was another paper on Eant, entitled ICant in his 
Miscellaneous Essays. 

The connexion with Blackwood very naturally drew De 
Qnincey himself once more to Edinburgh. Accordingly, 
through the years 1827, 1S28, and 1829, we find him 
quite as much in Edinbui^h as at Grasmere. He was, 
of course, no stranger there, but moved about familiarly 
among such surviviug friends of liis former visits as were 
still resident in the eity. Wilson was his mainstay, the 
man who had known him longest and understood him 
best, and whose own joviality of disposition made it 
easier for him than it would have been for most to tol- 
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erate the eccentricities of such a weird littlo son of geniaa 
and opium. Wilson's house in Gloucester Place was at 
De Quincey's disposal when he liked ; and one of the beat 
aketches of De Quincej is that by Wilson's daughter, Mrs. 
Gordon, in her life of her father, where she gives her recol- 
lections of the Opium-eater's troublesome irregularities 
of habit in the house, the cook's difficulties with him and 
profound reverence for him, and all the while Wilson's 
magnanimous laugh at the whole concern. It was at this 
time too, and indirectJy through Wilson, that Carlyle first 
saw something of De Quincey personally. They met, I 
think, at the house of one of Wilson's friends, after which 
there were calls from De Quincey at Comely Bank, where 

' Carlyle and bis wife had their Edinburgh home between 
their marriage in 182S and their removal to_tbe Dumfries- 

^ shire sglitjidQ .of - Craigcn puttock in 1828. At fint,De - 
Quincey, remembering his review of Carlyle's Translation 
of Wilhelm Meister, was obviously ill at ease ; but, that 
matter left unmentioncd, the meetings seem to have been 
pleasant enough on both sides. That Carlyle's interest 
in De Quincey, at all eventii, was far from small at this 
time is proved by his long letter from Craigenputtock, 
of December II, 1828, inviting De Quincey to visit him 
and his wife there. " Our warmest welcome, and snch 
solacementa as even the desert does not refuse," Carlyla 
writes, "are at any time and at all times in store for one 
we love so well ;" and, after a humorous description of 
a possible colony or social college of like-minded spirita 
on the moors round Craigenputtock, there is the compli- 
mentary addition, " Would you come hither and be king 
over us, then Indeed we had made a fair beginning, and 
the Bog School might snap its fingers at the Lake Sckool" 
Nearer the end of the letter came these siguificont words, 
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" Beliere it, you are well loved here, and none feels bet- 
ter than I what a spirit is for the present eclipsed In 
clonds. For the present it can only be ; time and chanee 
arc for all men ; that troublous season will end." Evi' 
dently De Quincey's troubles of various kinds were cling- 
ing to him in Edinburgh, and Carlyle knew all. 

The pecuniary trouble, for one, had not ceused. It was 
a great thing, doubtless, to be a writer in Blackwood; 
bat a few articles in that magazine in the course of four 
years could not do much towards the support of the man 
of letters in Edinburgh and of his wife and young ones 
in the Vale of Grasmere. Tliere was income, doubtless, 
from other sources — perhaps from periodicals In London, 
perhaps from newspapers, and certainly from the Edin- 
burgh Literary Gazette, a weekly periodical then of some 
Dote in Edinburgh, to which De Quincey contributed oc- 
casionally through 1828, 1829, and 1830. But the de- 
ficit altogether must have been eerious and growing. 
What was the remedy ! Poor as the pastures in Edin- 
burgh were, they were better than were likely to be found 
anywhere else. His chief existing engagements were there ; 
and nowhere else did farther engagements seem so easy. 
Why, then, keep up two households, or pretences of a 
household, one in Edinburgh and one in Westmoreland! 
Why should not Mrs. De Quincey and her children leave 
their native vale and be domiciled with De Quincey per- 
manently in Edinburgh ? Both De Quincey and his wife 
were adverse to the idea of leaving Grasmere ; but at 
length, in 1830, apparently on the spur of some new offer 
of literary engr^ment in Edinburgh, the resolution was 
taken. It was precipitated by the advice of the excellent 
and sensible Dorothy Wordsworth. In a long letter of 
Dorothy's to De Quincey, giving him an acconnt of a 
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visit she Iiail paid to liis cottagu just aft«r her return to 
Bydal Mount from a tour, sho t«11s bim she had foand 
his wife well, but " with something of sadness in her man- 
ner " when she spoke of the likelihood of his detention 
in Edinburgh by a certain new engagement of which sho 
had heard vaguely. Dorothy's reply, she informs De 
Quinccy, had been, " Why not settle there, for the time 
at least that this engagement lasts ? Lodgings are cheap 
in Edinburgh, and provisions and couls not dear." Mrs. 
De Quincey, having acquiesced, had asked Dorothy to 
write on the subject to De Quincey ; and hence her letter. 
She there repeats her advice in greater detail, with all deli- 
cacy but very practically. The first step taken in the di- 
rection of the advice seems to have been the removal of 
the elder children from Grasinere to Edinburgh ; but in 
1830 Mrs. De Quincey and the younger children followed. 
The cottage in Grasmcre was nominally retained as De 
Qnincey's for some years more; but from 1830 Edin- 
burgh, and Edinburgh all but alone, was to contain him 
and his, and their united fortunes, so long as he remained 
in the world. He was then forty-five years of age, and 
his wife about two-and-thirty. 



CHAPTER Vm. 



[1830-1840.] 
Edinburoh from 1830 to 1840 was a very excellent place 
of reHidenco. The mdestructible natural beauties of her 
Bit« and aurroun dings, the extraordinary combination of 
.dense and antique pictnrcsqneness with modem elegance 
and spaciousness in the plan and architecture of her streets 
and elopes, and the wealth of her interesting traditions 
from the past, were not her only recommendations, 
pleasant and varied social activity still characterized her 
as the metropolis of Scotland, and an unusual number of 
persona of greater or less note individually moved among 
her 130,000 or 150,000 inhabitants. Her greatest man, 
it is true, was lost to her in 1632, when Scott died, and 
heads could no longer be turned to look at his venerated 
figure as he limped along Princes Street. But Jefirey 
lained Lord Advocate of Scotland from 1830 to 1834, 
and thenceforward a Judge with the title of Lord JeSrey, 
only ex-editor of the Edinburgh Review now, and not 
writing much more, but still the literary pride of the Edin- 
burgh Whigs. Wilson, on the other hand, as the " Chris- 
topher North" of Blackwood and the eloquent and adored 
TJniveraity Professor, waa in his most exuberant prime — 
Scott'a auccesaor, so far aa there was one, in the literary 
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cliiefship of Edinburgh Toryism — and the observed of all 
observers, "Whig or Tory, for hia lion-like gait and gesture, 
wild yellow hair, and frequent white hat. Then, among 
Jeffrey's colleagues or subordinatea in the Parliament 
House, or Wilson's aasociates in the UniFersity, or belong- 
ing to both fraternities, or distributed in divers posts and 
professions through the city, what a miscellany of other 
local celebrities! Among the lawyers, on the bench or 
rising to it, were Moncreiff, Cockburn, Patrick Robertson, 
Entherfurd, Ivory, and Murray, Among the University 
Professors, in one or other of the faculties, were Sir Wil- 
liam Hamilton (first in tho chair of History, and after 
1836 in that of Logic and Metaphysics), Dr. Chalmers 
(brought to Edinburgh in 1828 as Professor of Theology), 
Dunbar, Pilians, Welsh, Macvey Napier, Jameson, Hope, 
Monro lertius, Sir Charles Bell, Pulteney Alison, Syme, 
Christison, and (from 1835) George Moir. Conspicuous 
la soienee or in medicine oat of the University were Dr, 
Abercromhie, Sir David Brewster, Andrew and George 
Combe, and others, McCrie, the biographer of Knox, 
was alive for part of the time ; before the ten years were 
out Candlish and Guthrie were in their Edinburgh pulpits; 
and those who preferred milder or Episcopalian pastorship 
could " sit under " the Rev. E. B, Ramsay, afterwards Dean 
Ramsay, or tho Rev. Robert Morehead. There was a flour- 
ishing Edinburgh theatre, with the accomplished Mr, Mur- 
ray as manager and one of the actors, and with Mackay 
as the non-such in " Bailie Nicol Jarvie," " Caleb Balder- 
stone," and other comic characters in the dramas from 
Scott's novels. Among resident representatives of the 
Fine Arts were 8ir William Allan, Watson Gordon, Har- 
vey, Duncan, and the recluse and abstruse David Scott ; 
and among resident, or all but resident, representatives of 
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literature not already mentioned, mOHt of them lawyere 
and in training for legal posts or professorships, were 
Tliomas Thomson, Sir Thomas Dick Laudur, Duvid Laing, 
Charles Kirkpatrick Sharps, David Macbeth Moir, Henry 
Glasaford Bell, Archibald Alison, William and Robert 
Chambers, Ferrier, Spalding, Thomas Aird, Hill Eurton, 
John Thomson Gordon, and William Edmonstoune Ay- . 
tonn. Lady Naime, the woman of finest IjtIc genius 
Scotland has produced, unless Lady Wardlaw may be 
compared with ber, was living in the near vicinity, her 
claims to authorship of any kind as yet undivulged ; and 
the beat-known literary ladies of Edinburgh were Miss 
Ferrier and Mrs. Johnstone. The chief newspapers were 
the ScoUman, edited by Mr. Charles Maclaren ; and the 
Caledonian Mercury, edited by Dr. James Browne ; and 
the two editors had fought a duel. An event of real im- 
portance was the foundation of Chambers's Edinburgh 
Journal, by Messrs. William and Kobert Chambers, in 
1832, superseding the previous literary weeklies of the 
city, and setting the example of cheapness for all future 
British periodicals. The Reform Bill agitation for some 
time, and then the other agitations that grew out of that, 
provided political hot water in abundance for the ten 
years ; and in no community was the supply kept at a 
higher tempo ratui'e. If you lived in Edinburgh between 
1830 and 1840 you iiiust be a Wliig or a Tory; on one 
or other of those two stools you were compelled to sit, as 
by a law of human existence ; they would not permit you 
to try both, or to stand, or to walk about. Further, as the 
mere mention of the name of Dr. Chalmers will have sug- 
gested, that was the time of this great man's energetic 
leadership in the ecclesiastical politics of Scotland, and of 
the beginnings of that ecclesiastical strife which, manifest- 
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lug itself more fiercely from year to year in the annual 
General Assemblies of the Kirk in Edinburgh, had ita 
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tablishment. 

Such was the Edinburgh within which the English 
eccentric and visionary was enclosed from his foity-siith 
year to his fifty-sixth. We know now what to think of 
him in his relations to the community in which he had 
Bought refuge. If we set aside Dr. Chalmers, a really 
great man, cast in nature's largest mould, but not specially 
a man of letters, and if we set aside also Sir William 
Hamilton, as less the man of letters than the hcholastio 
thinker, then in all Edinbui^h, after Scott's death, with 
doe exception for the uncombed strength and barbaric 
word-splendours of Christopher North, the most impor- 
tant intellectual figure was the shy little English stranger. 
It was Do Qnincey that the real lovers of literature in 
Edinburgh ought to have sought out, if they wanted to 
put the very rarest they had amongst them on a pedestal 
- in front of the Register House, to be publicly saluted and 
gazed at. They did nothing of the kind. It was not 
known to the vast majority of the inhabitants of Edin- 
bui^h that anybody of the name of De Quincey was liv- 
ing among them ; and even the young lovers of literature 
that knew a little about him all but invariably misspelt 
his name when they wrote it or printed it. The reasons 
are pretty obvious. Merely as an Englishman, De Quin- 
cey was somewhat out of bis clement. He was in Edin- 
bui^h, but not of Edinburgh, a little put out by the Scot- 
tish " Sniebath," as he used to write it jocularly, xad 
by cognate observances (though in this ho had native 
Bympatbizem), and not in touch with any part of the 
municipal tumult around him. But much more was his 



OE QUINCEY. 






social insignificaDce owing U> the fact that be was sim- 
ply De Quincey. By tern pcram cot and habit he was a 
creature evasive of all publicity, a " faatastieal duke 
of dark coroers ;" and he had seen too many specimens 
of literary emioence already, in Wordsworth, Coleridge, 
and others, to have much passion left for such new litr 
erary acquaintanccsliips as Ediabnrgh might afford. In 
fact, he did not care very much where he was, if only 
people would not ask him out to dinner, hut would leave 
him aloae with his books, his nianuscripts, and his 

The literary indnstry of De Quincey through the t«n 
years is represented mainly by the list of his continued 
contributions to Blackwood, and by a series of oonlribu- 
tiona to another Edinburgh monthly, called TaiCt Maga- 
zine. In Blackwood for 1831 appeared Dr. Parr and his 
Contemporaries, or Wki^giam in Us Relations to Litera- 
ture; in the same magazine, under the title of The 
Caeiars, there was begun, in October, 1832, a aeries of 
articles on Roman History which extended over four sub- 
sequent numbers; in November, 1832, appeared the arti- 
cle entitled Charlemagne; and in April, 1833, appeared 
The Revolution of Greece. There was then an interrup- 
tion of (our years; but in July, 1837, appeared the long 
narrative paper called Revolt of the Tartars; which was 
followed in 1 838 by Household Wreck and Modem 
Greece, and in 1839 by Casuistry and Dinner, Real and 
Reputed. The year 1840 was marked by the prodactioo 
of the series of papers entitled The Essenes, the articles 
entitled Alleged Plagiarisms of Coleridge and Modem 
Superstition, and the series on Stgle and Rhetoric. 
Meanwhile De Quincey had been contributing also to 
Tait, a magazine which had been started by an EdiQ- 
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bu;'j|i bookseller in 1832 on advanced Whig principlta in 
puiiticH, but perfectly open and unfettered in all literary 
reapects. It was in February, JS34, just at the time of 
the break nith Blackwood noted above, that Tail began 
to astonish its readers by Sketckea of Life and Mannen 
from, the Atitohtograpky of aw English Opium-eater. 
The aeries ran on, sometimes with explanatory sub-titles, 
throQgh the rest of 1834 and through 1835 and 1836; 
and, even after the connexion with Blaek-wood was re- 
Humed in 1837, Tail was able to entertain its readers for 
three more years with new instalments of the same. The 
Sketches, indeed, extending over about thirty articles in 
all, contain that Antobiography of De Quincey the repab- 
lished portions of vrhich in the English edition of bis 
Collected Works form, together with the Confegdone, the 
most frequently read voluinea of the collection. No por- 
tions of the aeries attracted greater attention at the time, 
or escited more wrath in certain quarters, than the digres- 
sions upon the recently dead Coleridge and the still liv- 
ing Wordsworth and Southey. Carlyle has told us how 
Southey in particular, when he first met him, flamed up 
on the mention of De Quincey'a name, averring that it 
would be but a proper service to good-ntaniiers if some 
one were to go to Edinbui^h and thrash the little wretch ; 
and we hear elsewhere of the offence taken also by the 
Wordsworths ami by members of the Coleridge family. 
Yet, as Carlyle seems to have thought, the complaints 
were excessive. The amount of personal gossip in the 
papers was mnch less than we have been accnstomed to 
since; the "vivisection," what little there was of it, was 
avowedly for scientific purposes ; and no one could deny 
the generosity of the general estimates. The admiration 
cxpre'ised for Coleridge and Wordsworth all in all, indeed, 
33 
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went beyond whftt the world even then was willmg to ao- 
cord ; and it may he doubted whether we have yet in our 
litaraturo any more intereating accouuU of the philoso- 
|thur and tbu ])oct than those admiring, but ehaip-dghted, 
pa{r«n. TJioy and the rest of the articles in the aane 
■criL-N were, at all cvunta, most acceptable when they «p- 
pearcd m the pi(gc« of Tail. Tliere were, however, ooo- J 
tributiona of uii independent kind to the same pilge^ I 
the moKt important being A Tory'g Account of TWyum, 1 
Whiggirm. and Radiealiim, in 1B3S and 1836. The av- 
erage amount of De Quincey's contributions to the two 
magaEiuea jointly through the ten years was about i 
■rtioles every year. Daring the same period he wrote tha 
articleii 6/orthe, Pope, Shakipeare, and Schiller, for tbe 
Mventb edition of the Encyclopiedia Britannica, edited by 
Mr, Macvey Napier; and there may have been other con- 
tributions to minor periodiculs. Moreover, during t 
aamo period ho had produced one of the only two Bpeci> 
roonit of his powers given to the world originally in the 
book form. This was his Klosterkeim, or the Masque, a, 
romance, published by Blackwood, in a duodecimo vol- 
ume, in 1S33. 

Do Quincey's doracatic life in Ediubnrgb through a 
period of sut^h marked literary indastry is involved i 
considerable obscurity. We learn incidentrtlly that he wi 
ft guest in Wilson's house in Gloucester Place for some 
time continuously in 1830-'31 ; we hear of a largish fuiy 
nished house or set of apartments in Great EJng Street 
bilMn by him for himself and his family in 1831 ; 

ther that there were removals to Forres Street, still 
few Town, and to the village of Daddingston, an 
of the Old Town, at the back of Arthur Seat 
IS there were other shiftings and burrowings. 
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general, all that is clear is that there mt 
domiciles, with alwuya one room in eath whore, amidst a 
chaos of books and papers on the floor, chairs, and tabk':*, 
the indefatigable little scholar could pnrsuo his stadii.'s, 
penning his articles one after another, in his peculiarly 
neat, small hand, on the little bit of space kept free for 
the purpose on the table at which he principally sat For 
additional particulars we are indebted to the recollections 
of one of his daughters and to some of the preserred fam- 
ily letters. They present Do Quinccy to ns very toiieh- 
ingly in some of his family relations. The gentlest of 
human beings, incapable of a word that could wound the 
feelings of any one near him, and indeed morbidly bum- 
ble and deferential in his style of address to peisotis of 
every rank, though the uniform ornatenoss of his English 
cansed a kind of awe of him among Scottish servants, he 
watched hia children and moved among tlicm with a 
doting attention, in which there was much of the edify- 
ing, while there was nothing of the authoritative. They 
grew up in a kind of wondering regard for their father 
and hia ways, insensibiy imbibing refinement from the lit- 
tle atmosphere of high tastes wiiich, with whatever appur- 
tenances of disorder and discomfort, his bookish and stu- 
dious habits kept around them, and receiving an education 
of no ordinary kind from his supervision of their lesBona 
and his discursive fireside talk. The earliest recollections 
of the daughter who has been mentioned were of evenings 
when, to still her crying in the nursery, her fatlicr would 
fetch her in his arms into his own warm room, place her 
in a chair for the supreme delight of "sitting up with 
papa," and, after petting her with sips of well - sugared 
coffee, give her a book and paper-cutter with which to 
amuse herself while he went on with his writing. Be, in- 
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atracted her, she remembered, even tlms early, in the art 
of cuttiDg the leaves of books without mnking ragged 
edges. Of his eldest sod, William, be was the sole tutor, 
bestowing on the task of his education all that " care and 
hourly companionship" could do, and with such effect 
that the boy could show, at the age of sixteen, in proof of 
bis scholarship, " not merely an Etonian skill in the man- 
agonient of Greek metres," but also an original commenta- 
ry on Suetonius. Of the opium-eating, meanwhile, all we 
know is that, though found indispensable, it had been, for 
lie most part, brought within bounds. 

Three family boroaveraeots fell with heavy effect amid 
the occupations and changes of residence of those ten 
years. The first was the death by fever, in 1833, of De 
Quincey's youngest son, Julius, in the fifth year of his age. 
The next was the death, in 1835, at the age of not quite 
eighteen, of the above - mentioned eldest son, William — 
" my first-born child, the crown and glory of my life," aa 
the poor father wrote afterwards. Then, in 1837, came 
the death of the wife and mother herself, the poor Mar- 
garet Simpson from Grasraere, whose lot it had been to 
marry this strange man of genius one-and-twenty yeara 
before, and to accompany him thus far. One can suppose 
that hers had not been the easiest or the happiest of lives. 
"Delicate health and family cares," says her daughter, 
"made her early withdraw from society ; but she seems to 
have had a powerful fascination for the few friends she 
admitted to her intimacy." One of these used to tell the 
daughters that he had "never seen a more gracious or a 
more beautiful lady ;" and it was a standing form of re- 
buke to them by an old Scotch charwoman, who had been 
mnch in the bouse, and continued to osnrp some dominion 
over them, that none of them would ever be the brava 
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woman that their mother was. That is all we know of 
tile dalesman's daoghter from Grasmere, who died amung 
alien folk in Edinborgh at the age of about thirty-nine, 
save that they buried her in the West Churoh-yard, or 
Church -yard of St. Cutlibert'e, beside the children that 
had gone before her. 

There can hardly have been a more helpless widower- 
hood than that of De Quincey, left in his flfty-seeoad year 
with sis children, the eldest a girl yet in her teens. For 
two or three years our vision of him and his in their do- 
mestic conditions in Edinburgh is an absolute blur, save 
that we leam that in 1838 he took a lodging for himself 
at No. 42 Lothian Street, that he might have a separata 
place for bis booka and literary labours. But necessity 
had developed a beautiful power of prudence and aelf-help 
among the orphans ; and the eldest girl, Margaret, and the 
next to her in age, Horace, putting their young heads to- 
gether, struck out a plan. With their father's consent, 
they took a cottage called Mavis Bush, near Lasswade, 
about seven miles out of Edinburgh, where they and the 
four younger ones could live more quietly and economical- 
ly than in the town, and to which their father could re- 
treat when he wanted retirement. This was in 1840; 
from which date, on through all the rest of De Qnincey'a 
life, the cottage at Lasswade is to be conceived as hia 
chief abode, though without prejudice to the possibility 
of other refuges and camping -grounds, as the whim oc- 
curred to him, in Edinburgh o 
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BLACKWOOD AND TAIT. 

[1840-1849.] 
Thk name "The Cottnge at Losswade" is some^'hat mis- 
leading. Lasswado is a village of flome extent, reached 
most directly from Edinban;h by the road tbruagb the 
suburb called NewinjTtoti and thence over the heights of 
Liberton and Liberton church, and b situated very prettily 
and picturesfjuely on the river EUk, at a point where that 
river has just left the still more picturesque and celebrated 
1 beauties of Hawlhorndcn and the glen of Roslin. Bnt 
Mavis Bush Cottage, now styled in the County Directory 
" De Quincey Villa," is not in Lnsswade, but about a mile 
and a half beyond it, near the fool of a by-road which 
descends, by a steep and winding declivity, to that hollow 
of the Esk which contains Polton Mills and the small Pol- 
tOD rail way -Stat ion. Though too deep-suuk iu the hollow 
for much cheerfulness of immediate outlook, it is a snug 
enough little cottage, with its face direct to the road and 
its bit of garden -ground behind, and with a few other 
houses about it, above or beneath, on the same slope. The 
country round is beautifully hilly, with varied and pleasant 
walks, especially pathways by the sides of the rive 
and down its overhanging and well-wooded banki 
interior of the cottage, when lit up in the evenings, must 
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have been invitingly cosy in its plain elegance in the days 
when it was De Qurncey's. " Oar dwelling," he writes to 
Miss Mitf ord in 1 842, " is a little cottage, containing eight 
rooms only, one of which (the largest), on what is called 
in London the first floor, is nscd aa a drawing-room, and 
one, about hnlf the size, on the ground-floor, as a dining- 
room, bnt for a party of ten people at most." lie goes o 
to explain that there were two servants, and that commu- 
nication with the post-office at Lasswade waa intermittent 
and difBeult. 

For the present we are concerned only with the first 
nine years of De Quincey's tenancy of this cottage at 
Lasswade or Polton, i. e., with the period between 1840 
and 1849, bringing him from his tifty-sixth year to his 
aiirty- fifth. And, first of all, as has been already stipu- 
lated, the conception of him as located at Lasswade dur- 
ing those nine years lias to be corrected by the fact that 
he was there only when he chose. Freak, or the s 
necessities of his literary work, occasioned pretty frequent 
removals from Lasswade to lodgings in Edinburgh and 
elsewhere. How many difforeut rooms in various places 
he thaa occupied in the course of the nine years no one 
has ascertained ; but, as each in turn was " snowed up " 
by an accnmnlation of the books and papers he was using 
for the time, and as, in his morbid terror lest these should 
be lost, it was usual for him, in leaving any lodging, to 
entrust the accumulated deposit to the landlady, he i 
known to have had soinotiraea the rents of " at least fouf 
separate sets of lodgings" all running on simultaneously. 
It may be well to collect the particulars of his movements 
from Lasswade and back to it, through the nine years, si 
far as the records will serve. 

While most of those with whom he had relations were 
6* 
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in Edinburgh, there was an attraction also to Glasgow in 
an acquaintanceship he had formed with two of the Pro- 
fessors of Glasgow University. These were Mr. J. P. 
Nlchoi, Professor of Astronomy, a man of fine genius, and 
the modest and scholarly Mr. K L. Lushington, Professor 
of Greet. Acconlingly, for perhaps the greater part of 
the two years from March, 1841, to June, 1843, De Quincey 
was in Glasgow as the guest of one or the other of these 
two friends, or in lodgings beside them. His first Glas- 
gow lodgings were in the High Street, opposite to the Old 
College ; hut they were exchanged for rooms at 79 Ren- 
field Street. These last were retained and paid for until 
as late as 1847. From his return from Glasgow in Jane, 
1843, he seems, with the exception of a plunge now and 
then into some unnscertainable lodging in Edinburgh, to 
have resided steadily at Lasswade. And not without rea- 
800, His eldest son, Horace, having gone into the army 
as an officer in the 26th Cameronians, had died in China, 
of malarious fever, in the end of 1842, after having served 
in the Chinese campaign under Sir Hugh Gough ; his 
third son, Paul Frederick, had gone out to India as an 
officer in the 70th Queen's Regiment; and his second son, 
IVancis, was in Manchester for the time, as clerk ia a com- 
mercial house. The three daughters being thus all of the 
family left at Lasswade, De Quincey was bound to be with 
them as much as possible. Nothing can be prettier than 
hia account to Miss Mitford of their life there together 
and his description of his daughters. "They live," he 
says, "in the most absolute harmony I have ever witness- 
ed. Such a sound as that of dissension in any shade or 
once heard issuing from their lips. 
And it gladdens me beyond measure that all day long I 
bear from their little drawing-room intermitting sounds of 
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gaisty and laughter, the most natural and Bpoutaneoua. 
Three aisters more ontirely loving to each other, and more 
unafiectedly drawing their daily pleasures from aourcea 
that will always continue to lie in their power, viz., hooks 
and music, I have not either known or lic-ard of." 
through 1844, 18-15, and 1846, but with the variatioa 1 
caused in the household by the return, in 1S45, of the 
iton Francis from Manchester, to exchange his prospect 
commerce for the study of medicine at the University of 
Edinburgh. The exchange was not without its diffi 
ties, for the young man had to walk from Lasswade to 
Edinburgh every day to attend the claasea; but it gave 
De Quincey the plea-sant additional occupation of ioquiF- 
ing into his son'a progress and coaching him for somt 
his examinations. Then there were pleasant acquaintance- ' 
ships with some ot the Laaswade neighbours, with drive 
now and then of the father and daughters to town to- 
gether, and the still more frequent reception of frienda 
and admirers of Du Quincey who made their way to Ijasa- 
wade to pay him their respects. In 1847 there was 
other long absence in Glasgow, extending from January to 
October. During part of the time iiis daughters were 
a visit, the first in their lives, to their fatber's surviving 
relatives in the West of England ; and some letters of his 
show a lively interest in their reported movements amid 
the scenes and persons that had been so familiar to him- 
self in his earlier days, and a special pleasure in the fact 
that they had met Mr. Walter Savage Landor. Through 
1848 and 1849 all the family were together again at Lass- 
wade, with no other break in the routine there than might 
be caused by Do Quincey's incurable passion for hiding him- 
Bclf at his option now and then in some Edinburgh lodging. 
An important matter all this while, as in every pre- 
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ceding; period of Do Quincey'a existeoce, bad been the 
state of his lienltli. It may be doubted whether the ma- 
jority of tiiose interested in him have had any adequate 
conception of that extreme fragility of body, that com- 
plexity of bodily pains and ailments, with which, even 
apart from the opium, he had to contend all his life. 
Cod nee ted with bis main malady — that malady into which 
all his inherited or acquired ailments had coalesced and 
settled from an early etage of bis youth, and which the 
medical authorities are disposed to define as " gastro- 
djnia," or severe gastric neuralgia, accompanied by " a low, 
inflammatory condition of the mucous coat of the stom- 
ach, proceeding at times to ulceration" — there was a spe- 
cific inability to live by the ordinary forms of nutriment. 
His teeth had gone; he "did not know what it was to 
eat a dinner;" his message in 1847 to an old school-fel- 
low, by way of jocular apology for never having renewed 
their old acquaintance by letter, was that he had not once 
dined " since shaking bands with him in the eighteenth 
century." A little soup, tea, cocoa, coffee, or other fluid, 
with a sop of bread, or more rarely an inch or two of 
mutton or bare, kept to the extreme of tenderness, and 
cut finically for easy mastication, formed De Qnincey's 
diet. In the management even of this there was inces- 
sant cause of nervous irritation. Add the glooms and 
phrenries growing out of the indulgence in opium to 
which ho had so long been habituated. In this matter 
there had been ups and downs within our present period, 
according to the varying degrees of his suffering from his 
independent malady, but also according to the fluctuations 
of his reasonings for and against the drug. Tba chief 
crisis, marked as such by De Quincey himself in a kind 
of diary of notes and jottings at the time, had been in the 
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year 1844. In some new aceqgv'of acijiinulated wretcb- 
edness, mental and physical, when a ht>iTQf.-ef the most 
hideous hlacknesa seemed once more Co* bBi"'-*^avelling 
over the disc of hia life," he had rioted agam-ii-iltj tlh • 
fiend and esulted in 5000 daily drops of the liquid dsfli- '.' 
nation. The robonnd towards self- retrieval, as it is chron- 
icled in hia jottings, hnd cost bim eSorts incredible. He 
had experimented in reductions of the doae, and even in 
the torture of total abstinence ; and, bis feot having fail- 
ed him for his ordinary pedestrian exercise in the roada 
between Lasswade and Edinburgh, he had compelled bim- 
self to shutSe round and round the garden of hia Lass* 
wade cottage in a measured circuit of forty-four yards, bo 
as to accomplisb in that way bis t«D miles a day. XSu- 
expectedly, these efforts bad euccceded ; and, with an al- 
lowance ranging from 100 drops a day upwards, he bad 
recovered in 184i the faculty of living on. In 1848 there 
had been another crisis, but less formidable; and from 
that date, we are given to understand, bis wrestlings with 
opium were at an end. Having ascertained the very 
minimum of the drug on which existence was endurable 
in hia own case, he kept to that as much as possible 
through the rest of his life, and saw no use in tronbling 
himself with further experimentation. 

Do Quincey's literary labours dnring the nine years 
had still been chiefly in contribntiona to Blackwood and 
Tail. To Blackwood hia chief contributions had been 
as follows: In 1841, The Secret SoeieCies of A^a, -Plato's 
Septiblie, Traits and Tendencies of German Literature (?), 
Homer and the Uomeridie (three parts) ; in 1842, Philoso- 
phy of Herodotus, The Pagan Oracles, Cicero, Siearda 
Made Easy (three parts), Benjamin of Tiidela (?) ; in 
1844, Greece under the Romans^ in 1845, Colefidge and 
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Oplum-eatinp aOd SuSj/itia 3e Profnndig, heing a Sequel 
to the Cot*fe»gioii« of an Opium-eater (three successive 
articletf,'irJ'di'«li6^titIeB) ; and, in 1849, The EtiglUk Mail- 
\ •'ifia.iil'aAk The Vision of Sudden Death. To Tail there 
*•* Mfm to have been no contribntiona between 1841 and 
1845; but in this latter year the series in that magazine 
was renewed in an article on Wordsworth's Poetry, fol- 
lowed by another On the Temperance Movement, and by 
several papers under the general title of Notes on Oil- 
fillait's Gallery of Literary Portraits. These last, treating 
of Godwin, Hazlitt, Siielley, Keats, iJec, were continued 
into 1846 — in which year also appeared two papers on 
The Antigone of Sophocles, occasioned by a dramatic per- 
formance at Edinburgh by Miss Helen Fancit ; two on 
Christianity Considered as an Organ of Political Move- 
ment, one entitled Glance at the Works of Mackintosh, 
and ODB entitled System of the Heavens at Revealed by 
Lord Rosse'a Telescope. To these succeeded, in 1847, 
Ifolea on Walter Samye Landor, Joan of Are (two pa- 
pers), Sehlosser'a Literary History of the Eighteenth Cen- 
tury, Milton Teraufi Southey and Landor, Orthographic 
Mutineers, The Spanish Military iVun (three papers), and 
two papers on Protestantism, completed by a third in 
Febmary, 1848. When we add that De Quinoey had 
some connexion during a portion of the nine years with 
a Glasgow newspaper, and that hia Logic of Political 
Economy (now included in hia Collected Works) was 
first published in separate book-form by Messrs Black- 
wood in 1844, it will be seen that his literary industry 
through the period had continued very vigorous indeed. 
Through the greater part of the nine years the chief atim- 
nlus, aa before, had been actuiil need of money; but, 
towards the end of the period there bad been a consider- 
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able abatement of the urgency of this particular motiTe 
by the falling in of legacies from his uncle, his mother, 
or other relatives. Particulars are not given ; but one in- 
fers, from hints in tho publiahcd family letters, that the 
year 1847 was a marked turning-point of relief for the 
brain-wopn veteran )□ this respect. 

The brain-worn veteran ! The phrase does not imply 
that there were yet any signs in him of mental decrepi- 
tude. On the contrary, aa the titles of some of the arti- 
cles in the last paragraph will have suggested, the sexa- 
genarian De Quincey was still in full perfection of his won. 
derful powers. Whatever might liave been the case seven- 
teen years before, when he first settled permanently in 
Edinburgh, it would have been no wonder now if the com- 
mnnity of that city had learnt to think of him as one of 
the few worthiest among them diffito monstrari as he pass- 
ed in their streets. It had not come quite to that length 
in De Quincey's case — the peculiar nature of his celebrity 
not making him liable to any euch rush of popular and 
daylight recognition as gatbered round Wilson or Chal- 
mers, bnt coupling him rather with such a similar recluse 
and late burner of the lamp as the philosophic Hamilton. 
Still, for all in Edinburgh who had any special passion for 
literature, or thought they had, De Quincey from 1846 on- 
wards was most emphatically one of the " charactera " of 
the place. Ho was talked of aud gos.siped about at din- 
ner-tables and tea-tables, and to see him, even by strats- 
geu), was worth an eSoit. As it was the chance of the 
present writer to be in the vicinity for a part of the pre- 
cise tiaie mentioned (from December, 1844, to May, 184V), 
he will here set down, as authentically as he can, first what 
be then heard, and next what trifle he saw, of the little 
local wonder. 
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changed his lodgings, he v 
of fanviDg an adverssrj ii 
r landlady. 




The nimoQrs about De Quincey were invariably to llie 
effect that hia eccentricity, his difference from uther mor- 
tals, passed all boundB of belief or conception. The form 
of his eccentricity generally reported first was the absolute 
uncertainty of hit) whereabouts at that particular time, 
arising from his evasiveness on tbe subject of Lis lodgings 
when be was last seen, or intimation from him that, having 
I'as in the distressing predicament 
1 pursuit of him in ibe shape of 
suspiciousness of being pureued 
had become an ingrained habit of De Quincoy's mind, and 
accounted for much of his conduct. It connected itself 
with. his astounding incompetence in money matters. In 
that department of practice the abstract political eeoni> 
mist, so profound in Ricardo, was helpless as an infant. 
He gave away aioney right and left when he had it, and 
was then the prince of almoners for somera and beggara; 
but he was constantly running aground himself. The re- 
ports of him in this respecC agi'eed pretty uniformly in 
th (1 th t his difficulties did not necessarily arise from 
w t f m Y, but only, or often, from want of a partio- 
ul m q red at a particular moment, and inability in 
all J na p ocesses for converting the potential into the 
a tual U liill Burton gives an Edinburgh illustration 
f ab t o present date which reminds one of Mr. 
Charles Knight's story of the bank-draft in London in the 
year 1825. One night very late, he tells us, De Quincey, 
arriving at a friend's door, and having obtaiued admission 
with difficulty, explained, with all the skill and pathos of 
his beautiful rhetoric, that it was absolutely essential he 
should be provided at once with 7s, &d. On pereeiving 
surprise on his friend's face, he proceeded t« explain that 
he had a document in his possession the transference of 
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which to hia friend's care would probably obviste hie hes- 
itation ; utid tbeti, after rummagin<r in his poclcets, aud 
fetching a miBcellany of email articles out of them, he 
produced at last a crumpled piece of pa}>er, which he ten- 
dered as security. It was a 501. note; and his friend's 
impresaioa was that, if he had kept the note in exchans^ 
for the Ta. 6d., he would have heard no more of the trans- 
action, and indeed that, before coming to his door, De 
Quiucey had been trying to negotiate the exchange at tt 
series of shops, and had fniled only through extreme scep- 
ticism on the part of the shopkeepers. From these re- 
ports of the loysteriouaness of De Quiacey's oaual where- 
abouts, and his tendency to come to light only occasionally ' 
ia the straits of some dilemma, it was a natural infereDce 
that a meeting with him in any ordinary social way was 
not a matter of easy arvangt-ment. A promise from him, \ 
you were told, was of no use : the party might meet, espect- i 
ing him ; but, ten to one, De Quincey would not be there. 
There was, however, a science of the ways and means of 
getting at Dc Quincey ; in whicb science, according to 
experts, the method of surest efficacy was to commission 
some one to find him out and bring him. Then, if pre- 
caution made escape impossible, he would come meekly 
and unresistingly. But in what guise would he come ? 
What a question for endless fpeculation this was may be 
gaesacd from Mr. Hill Burton's account of his appearance 
at one important dinner-party, to which he had been lured 
by such deep-laid pretences that he came without convoy. 
" The festivities of the afternoon are far on when a com- 
motion is beard in the ball as if some dog or other Btray 
animal had forced his way in. The instinct of a friend- 
ly gnest tells him of the arrival : he opens the door and 
fetches in the little stranger. What can it be ! A etreet 
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boy of Bome sort! His costume, in fact, ia a boy's daffle 
I great-coat, very threadbare, with a hole in it, and buttoned 
tight to the chin, where it meets tbo fragments of a parti- 
coloured belcher handkerchief ; on his feet are list shoes, 
covered with snow, for it ia a stormy winter night; and 
the trousers I — some one suggests that they are mere linen 
garments blackened with writing-ink, but that Papaveriua 
never would have been at tbe trouble so to disgnise them. 
What can be the theory of such a costume ! The simplest 
thing in the world — it consisted of the fragments of ap- 
parel nearest at hand. Had chance thrown to him a court 
single-breasted coat, with a bishop's apron, a kilt, and top~ 
boots, in these he would have made his entry." Dressed 
in whatever fashion, he was still De Qnincey, and you 
were glad to have him. For as to the magic of his talk, 
its sweet and subtle ripple of anecdote and suggestion, its 
witching splendour when he rose to his highest, the reports 
were unanimous and enthusiastic. No conceivable intel- 
lectual treat, you were told, was equal to a fortunate even- 
ing with De Qnincey. Only, you were pretty sure to hear, 
there might be one drawback. Whether from the stimu- 
lus of opium or not, he was apt to be at his best when it 
was rapidly becoming to-morrow and his companions had to 
think of going. Having got your De Quincey, you might 
thus find yourself face to face with the problem how to 
get rid of him. Generally it solved itself by his going at 
last with the rest, steering himself no one knew whither 
through the starlight or darkness; but sometimes, you 
were told, on polite inducement, he would remain where 
he was, and then the visit of an evening might extend 
itself to unknown dimensions. 

Such were the reports one heard about De Qnincey be- 
fore seeing him. My own few glimpses of him, I am bound 
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to add, did not present him to me in any such extreme of 
helplesaness as tiie reports bad prepared me to expect. 
Here arc the facts, as I have already printed them else- 
where : " The first time I saw De Quincey was moat pleas- 
antly one evening in a room high up in one of the tall 
bouses of the Old Town. He came in chaise of a strong, 
determined mas, who took all the necessary trouble. There 
were but few present, and all went on nicely. In addition 
to the general impression of diminutiveness and fragility, 
one was struct with the peculiar beauty of his head and 
forehead, rising disproportionately bigb over his small, 
wrinkly visage and gentle, deep -set eyes. In his talk, 
which was in the form of really harmonious and consider^ 
ate colloquy, and not at all in that of monologae, I remem- 
ber chiefly two incidents. The birthday of some one preaA 
ent having been mentioned, De Quincey immediately said, \ 
' Oh, that is the anniversary of the battle of So-and-so ;' and \ 
he seemed ready to catch as many birthdays as might be I 
thrown him on the spot, and almanac them all round in a / 
similar manner from his memory. The other incident / 
was his use of a phrase very beautiful in itself, and which 
seemed characteristic of his manner of thinking. Describ-l I 
ing Bome visionary scene or other, he spoke of it as con-j 
aisting of ' discs of li^bt and in t ersp aces of gloom ;' and ll i 
noticed that, with all the fine distinctness of the phrase, 
both optical and musical, it came from him with no sort 
of consciousness of its being out of the way in talk, and 
with no reference whatever to its being appreciated or not 
by those around him, but simply because, whoever might 
be listening, he would be thinking as De Quincey. That 
evening passed ; and, though I saw him once or twice 
again, it is the last sight of him that I remember next 
best. It must have been, I think, in 1816, on a. summer 
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aftomoon. A fiiend, a stvaoger in Ediobargh, was walking 
with me ID one of tbc pleasant, quiet country lanes near the 
town. Meeting us, and the sole moving thing in the lane 
besides ourselves, came a small figure, not untidily dressed, 
but with his hat pushed up far in front over his forehead, 
and hanging on his hind-head, ao that the back rim muitt 
have been resting on his coat-co!!ar. At a tittle diatAQce 
I recognised it to be De Quincey; but, not considering 
myself entitled to interrupt bis meditations, I only whis- 
pered the information to my friend, that he might not 
miss what the look at such a celebrity was worth. So we 
passed hiiQ, giving him the wall. Not unnaturally, how- 
ever, after lie passed, we turned round for the pleasure of 
a back view of the wee intellectual wizard. Whether my 
whisper and our glances had alarmed him, as a ticket-of- 
leave man might be rendered uneasy in his solitary walk 
by the scrutiny of two passing strangers, or whether he 
had some recollection of me (which was likely enough, as 
be seemed to forget nothing), I do not know ; but we 
found that be too bad stopped and was looking round at 
ns. Apparently scared at being caught doing so, he im' 
mediately wheeled round again and hurried his pace to- 
wards a side-turning from the lane, into wliich he disap- 
peared, his bat still hanging on the back of his head. That 
was my last sight of De Quincey." 

Those walks of De Quincey in the environs of Edin- 
burgh ought to linger still among the memories of the le- 
gend -loving town. The particular walk just mentioned 
was in daylight, and the meeting was in the quiet lane or 
road by which, avoiding the great Dean Road, one wends 
towards the Corstorphines and Graigcrook. JefErey was 
then alive, and resident at Graigcrook ; but it is quite im- 
possible that De Quincey had been calling on Jeffrey. His 
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walks were in all directiona, for his own purpuses of extf- 
eise or recreation only, and at his own sweet will. By 
preference also, and in the proportion of many to one, the 
longest of them were nocturnal. It is strange yet to think 
of the little figure in those weary wanderings of his round 
and through the city evening after evening, now on his 
way from Lasswade inwards over the darkening heights 
and hollows to the Old Town, now along tho glittering 
chasm of Princes Street or the gloomier regnlarity of 
Geoi^ Street, now down by the northern suburbs to the 
levels of the Firth at Granton, now by a daring meander 
eastwards to the deserted ghastliness of Leith Pier and the 
skeleton array of masts and shipping, and always, or often, 
with the penance of the returning zigzag somehow to 
LasBwaiJe and the cottage on the Esk. It was his custom, 
we are told, in these noctnmal rambles, and chiefly for his 
convenience in certain intricate labyrinths of pathway 
about the Est, with a fool-bridge or two in them, to carry 
a small lantern, with the means of lighting it when be 
chose. What a trial to the nerves of the hardiest belated 
tramp, or other night-bird, with any dread of the super- 
natural, to have come upon De Quincey in such a spot, 
striking his match by a bush, or advancing through the 
trees with his bull's-eye! lie himself was perfectly fbar- 
loBs of night-bird or demon. Night was his natnral ele- 
ment; what could it bring forth that should alarm Aim? 
Bomotimos, we are informed, though without production 
of the evidence, he would not care to retarn home at all, 
but would lie down for rest and shelter anywhere. Edin- 
burgh, therefore, in preserving her legends about the De 
Qninoey who honoured her with so much of his life, has 
to remember, it seems, unless rumour has been too inven- 
tive, that not only were his footsteps familiar with every 
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mil* nf mtd nond ber, but aofDrtiiBes be wooU btrooae 
it a wayside wood ia ber M^fabotubood, or ob a qmr o{ 
the Bnids or the PemUrnds, eaB<^wed oolj 1^ Uw conatdr 
hdoBs. 

Thic dngv u tbali is dwiffii^ m mncfa on tbe ecoen- 
IrichiM of De Quakeer, it almaU be forgotten tbot «H tbe 
white tbe cottage at JjutmAe was really bis home. It 
via tbem tbat be would bai« been detained aJvaj-s bj 
tbooe dearest to btni ; and it was tbetc, in fact, with all 
allowaiiee for his wandenngs and fngitatioDs, that he did 
•pend most of bis tine. Vaj soon, if left to himself, be 
wonld have taken poaaesuon of eray looni in the boose, 
one after another, and " snowed np " each with his papers ; 
bat, that baring been gently prcieDted, he had one room to 
work in all day and alt night to his heart's content. The 
evenings, or the internals between )u& daily working-time 
and his nightly working-time or etroll, he generally spent 
in the drawing-room with his daughters, either alone or in 
company with any friends tbat elianced to be with him. 
At snch times, we are told, he was nnoi^naily charming. 
" Tbe newspaper was brought oat, and he, telling in his 
own delightful way, rather than reading, the news, would, 
on questions from this one or tbat one of the party, often 
iDclnding young friends of his children, neighboors, or vis- 
itors from distant places, iilaminate the subject with sacb 
a wealth of memories, of old stories, of past or present e 
periences, of humour, of soggestion, even of prophecy, as 
by its very wealth makes it impossible to give any taste of 
it" The description is by one of his danghtcrs ; and she 
adds a touch which is inimitable in its fidelity and teoder- 
Hc WHS not," she says, " a re-assuring man for 
people to live with, as those nights were excep- 
tions on which be did not set something on fire, the com- 
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.' monest incident being for aomo one to look up from book 
or work to eay casually, Papa, yow hair U on fire; at 
which a calm Is it, my love? and a hand mbbing out the 

■ blaze was all the notice taken." Tlie music, which was so / 
frequently & part of those in-door pleaaures, and the varia- 
tions of the character of the evenings now and then by 
the presence of diatiogaiahed visitois, British or American. 
may easily be imagined. What has chiefly to be borne in 
mind, we repeat, ia that, at the centre of all Da Qnincevs 
Bohemian roamings, real and reputed, there was this homo 
of warmth and comfort for him on the banks of the Eak, 
and that it may be seen by those who feel an interest in 
him to this day. The quickest way is to tako the rail 
from Edinburgh to the Polton station ; but the best is to 
go to Lasswade, and thence to walk the mile and a half 
estra that bring one to the spot 
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COLLECTBD WORKS. LAST DAYS OV DB QUINCBT. 

[1849-1859.] 
Is 1845 there had been started, hy Mr. James Hogg, an 
enterprising Eilinburgh bookselicr, a new cheap periodical, 
callGd Hogg^a Weekly Iiutruelor. The periodical had been 
going on for three jeara, and had entered on a " new 
Beriee" in 1848. It was in the autunin of 1849, when 
Bome accident had caused the removal of the priuting- 
offices to temporary preiniaea in the suburb of Edinbuigh 
called Canonniills, that Mr. Hogg, attending to some mat- 
ters there, was told that a stranger wanted to epeat to 
him. " Going down," says Mr, Hogg, " I was eonfronted 
by a noticeably small figure, attired in a capacious gar- 
ment, which was much too large, and which served the 
purpose of both undercoat and overcoat," It was, in fact, 
De Quincey, who had come to offer an article for the /n- 
aCructor. Mr. Hogg, having ascertained who his visitor 
was, very natnrally accepted the article at once ; where- 
upon it was produced from an inner pocket of the capa- 
cious great-coat, and handed to Mr. Hogg, but not till De 
Qoincey had produced from the same pocket a small hand- 
brush and carefully brushed the manuBcript. Finding he 
bad come all the way from La^wade, Mr. Hi>^ ai^ked him 
how he was to got back. He would walk, as usual, he 
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smiL It was now about six o''clock, and he wouia ba 
home before Dine. 

This call on Mr. Ho^ at Canonmilla tnmed out of no 
small importance in De Qaincey's biography. Whether 
it had been occasioned by any knowledge on Do Qnineej's 
part that his connexion with Blaekioood and Tail was com< 
ing to an end, or merely by a wish to have a weekly pe- 
riodical also at hand for the receptioa of smaller odds and 
ends from his pen, certain it is that from 1849 the new 
connexion all but superseded every other. There are no 
known contribiitona by De Quincey to Blackwood aftar 
1849. His only known contribution to Tail after that 
date was a paper in three instalments, in 1851, entitled 
Lord Carlide on Pope; and, though The North British 
Revievi is said to have counted De Quincey among its c 
tributors, his literary exertions in any such quarter w 
but asides from his occupations for Mr. Hogg. Not, of 
course, that these occupations consisted in mem contribn- 
torship to Hogg's Instructor. That periodica] — whether 
nnder its original name, which it retained till 1856, or 
der the more appalling name of Titan, which it adopted 
Id 1857 — did indeed receive bright occasional contribu- 
tions from De Quincey. The most notable were a short 
sketch of Professor Wilson, in 1850; an article on Sir 
William JIamilton, in three portions, in 1 852 ; a paper on 
California, in IS52; and one on China, in 1857. But 
what were a few stray articles in an Edinbui^h weekly for 
the last ten years of such a life as De Quincey'al How 
Lad it come to pass, in fact, that a man for whose articles 
all editors and all publishers in the British Islands, had 
they been really deep in their craft, ought to have been 
competing, had fonnd it necessary, in his sixty-fifth year, 
to pay that call at Canonmills with B manuscript in his 
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Doclcnt, and icJicit, almost as a mendicant, tlie acceptance 
of it for the colnrona of a Btrn^liog Gdinbui^h weekly? 
That mystery resolves itself into the more general mystery 
of the origin of stopidity ; but the call at CanonmiUs had 
at least one result more fortunate than the opening for De 
Quincey of another Email source of wages by periodical- 
writing in his old age. Mr. Hogg, having to see his new 
contributor again and again, eonceived a possible ezpan- 
aion of their connenon. Why shoald he not bring out, 
under De Quincey's own editorial superriaion. a collective 
edition of De Quincey's Worka? True, it had been an- 
nonneed that the scheme had been already entertained in 
Bome quarters and given up as hopeless; true, it was the 
uniform representation to Mr, Hogg by his brothers in bud- 
neea that, if he did begin the enterprise with De Quin- 
cey's consent, it would break down aft«r a volume or two, 
through De Quincey's unpunctnality and incapacity for 
continuous labour. " I will risk it," said Mr. Hogg to him* 
self; and he did. It seems to have been in 1B50 that the 
resolution was taken, though the preparations were not 
begun till some time later. 

Meanwhile the same idea had occurred to the American 
publishing firm of Messrs. Ticknor & Fields, of Boston. 
In America, almost always in advance of the mothe^^^oun- 
try in such matters, it had been perceived long ago that 
De Qnineey was one of the chief English classics. There 
had been popular American reprints already of individual 
pieces of his; and it was Mr, Fields himself that now un- 
dertook the task of seeking out his scattered articles in 
British periodicals and collecting and arranging them in 
proper form. For this first American edition of De Quin- 
cey's works — begun in 1851, and completed in 1855, in 
twenty volnmes — the publishers obtfuned some assistance 
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from De Qaincey while it was in progress; and it is re- 
membered to their credit that they made him a partici- 
pator in the profits to a handsome extent. Tlie Boston 
edition of the works, however, was not to interfere with 
Mr. Hogg's projected Edinburgh edition ; which, indeed, 
was to differ from the Boston edition very considerably. 
Leas complete in some respects, itiasuiuch as De Qiiinccy 
was to omit from it articles that are kept in the Boston 
edition, and waa to diminish the bulk of the matter on 
certain subjects by fusing separate articles in some cases 
into one, it was, on the other hand, to be more perfect, in 
so far as it was to receive the author's own revision through- 
out, with modifications and extensions in the course of the 



To get rid of that matter at once, it may be stated that 
when the first volume of the Edinburgh edition did ap- 
pear in 1853, it appeared as the first volume of a series 
the general title of which waa to be Selectiong Brave and 
Gay, from writinifs published and unpuhliahed, by Thomaa 
De Quincey, and that this general title was maintained till 
the issue of the fourteenth volume of the series (the last 
to which it was carried by Mr, Hogg) in 1860, On the 
whole, it is to be regretted now that De Quincey did not, 
for this edition, simply collect his writings, and publish 
them in the chronological order of their first appearance 
or their composition, with a note of date and place to 
each. Next best wonld have been an assortment of the 
papers into sets of volumes according to a classification of 
their subjects. No one was more capable of snch a classi- 
fication than De Quincey ; but, unfortunately, he had no 
complete preserved collection of his printed papers by 
him, or of the periodicals cont^ning them. The Ameri- 
can edition, coming over to him in succes^ve volomcs, 
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was bis great«!ct iielp ; but, till it was complete, and iome- 
timcB even tlien, lie L»d ta ninimage for his old papen, 
or employ Mr. Hogg to rummage for liim, hurriedly squees- 
ing together what was readiest at intervals, to make up a 
volume when the press became ravenous. Henco the moat 
provoking jumble in the contents of the fourteen volumes 
— mixed kinds of matter in the same volume, and disper- 
rion of the same kinds of matter over volumes wide apart, 
and yot all with a pretence of gronping and with facti- 
tious sub-titles invented for the separate volumes on the 
spur of the moment. Much of this has been remedied in 
the later insues of the same Edinbni^h edition by Messrs. 
A. & C. Black, who acquired the property in 1863. Two 
volumes have been added by Messrs. Black to the previous 
fourteen, and other alterations have been made by them, 
justifying the exchange of the title Selecliona Qraim and 
Guff, &c., for the more comprehensive title De Quinoey's 
Works. 

The new labour of bringing out the Collected Works 
occasioned a change in De Quincey's domiciliary arrange- 
ments. It may be remembered that from 1838 t« 1840, 
or just after his wife's death and before the happy notion 
of the cottage at Lasswade, bis Edinburgh lodging or 
working head-quartors had been at No. 42 Lothian Street. 
There seems reason for believing that, though he had been 
in a variety of lodging-places in the interval, he had al- 
ways preferred this. At all events, in 1853, when he was 
in the throes of the first volume of the Collected Works, 
there was a return to No. 43 Lothian Street, and this time, 
as it turned out, for so permanent a tenancy that no house 
in Edinburgh now can compete with that in the interest 
of its associiitions with De Quincey. 

Lothian Street, the stranger to Edinburgh mny be in- 
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forined, is a dense street of shops and ratlier dingy houses, 
in the Old Town, close to the University ; aud No. 42, 
like moat of the other houses, is what is ealisd in Edin- 
burgh "a oomroon stair." In other words, it is a tene- 
ment entered from the etreet by an arched passage, from 
which a stone stuircase ascende to the several half-flats 
into which the whole is dividt^d, each with its independent 
door and doo^be]]. There are six siich half-flat« above 
the ground-floor; and that in which De Quincey had his 
rooms was the left half-flat on the second floor. The half- 
flat was then, as it had been at the time of De Qiiincey's 
first faraiJiarity with it, in the oceupation of a widowed 
Mrs. Wilson and her sister. Miss Stark. They were two 
most worthy persons, who had come to have some appre- 
ciation of the extraordinary character of their lodger ; and 
they were from this time forward to take the most exem- 
plary charge of him. It is an additioniil satisfaction to 
know that, soon after they had taken charge of him, and 
chiefly by Mr, Hogg's friendly exertions, he was disen- 
tangled from all his supposed perplexities with other land- 
ladies and lodging-house keepers. Mr. Hogg's statements 
on this point, a vital one in De Qninuey'a biojrraphy, are 
worth remembering. Having, with some difficulty, ob- 
tained the necessary information from him, and permission 
to act in his name, Mr. Hogg did find that deposits of pa- 
pers had been left by him in various places. In the main, 
however, he found that De Quinccy's dread that he could 
be pursued on account of claims so arising was a mere hal- 
lucination. Two former landladies came of their own ac- 
cord, and with perfect good-nature, to dcliper up to Mr. 
Hogg, without any claim whatever, pitpers of the strange 
little gentleman who had lodged with them ; in a third 
-case, where a claim for hoose-roum was presented, which 
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troubled Db Quincey for some time, it was so clearly ei- 
orbitatit that it migbt have been quashed at once but for 
De Quincey's anxiety about the safety of his papers ; and 
the most flagrant case of all was one in which a whole 
family trafficked on their poHsesBioa of papers of De Quin- 
s of extorting money from bim, though 
not professing that he owed them a farthing. They play- 
ed on his fears for his papers, doling them out in parcels, 
and sometimes sending him " bogus- packets," made up of 
anything; they pleaded abject poverty, and appealed to 
his pity, and at least once they got up a death in the 
family that he might have the pleasure of contributing to 
the foneral expenses. The note sent to De Quincey on 
this occasion, and forwarded by him to Mr, Hogg, is a ca- 
riosity. "Mr. De Quincey, sir," it begins; " in accordance 
with your request I hare made out the enclosed items, 
money for which I would want for my mother's funeral. 
She is to be buried to-morrow, and would like things set- 
tled as early as possible to-day." Mr. Hogg having taken 
the wretches in hand, Ihey were brought under some sort 
of control ; but there is a trace of trouble from them to 
as late as 1855. — Two more of Mr. Hogg's stories about 
De Quincey relate to the same matter of bis ubiquitously- 
scattered papers. Once, in a hotel in High Street, into 
which he bad taken De Quincey fur refuge and a basin of 
soup during a thunder-shower, the waiter, after looking at 
De Quincey, said, " I think, air, I have a bundle of papers 
which you left here some time ago ;" and, sure enough, a 
bundle was produced, which De Quincey bad left there 
about a year before. Another time, having gone to Glas- 
gow once more on a visit to Professor Lushington, and 
having taken two tea-chests of papers with him, he had 
iicen obliged, by some refractoriuesB on the part of the 
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porter, to leaf e tliem at s bookseller's stop on their way 
to tbe Professor's house. This he remembered perfectly ; 
but, as he had taken do note of the name of the book' 
seller, or the number of the shop, or even of the name of 
the street, Mr. Hogg foand hitn quite rueful on the sub- 
ject after his return to Edinburgh. A letter to a friend 
and a round of inqniries among the Glasgow booksellers 
made all right ; and Mr. Hogg had the pleasure of points 
ing out to him the two recovered hoses as they lay in his 
otBce, and asking what was to be done with them. "Send 
them to Lothian Street," was the answer; and thither 
they were accordingly sent — an addition to the vast ag- 
gregate of books, periodicals, and newspapers, in mounds 
on the floor and in tiers along the walls, already crammed 
into his rooms, and vexing the orderly souls of Mrs. Wil- 
son and Miss Stark. 

A worrying, and yet most amusing, business it was for 
Mr. Hogg to keep De Quincey, in those rooms, or in his 
oecasional adjournments to Lasswade, to his great task of 
bringing out, with due punctuality, the successive volumes 
of his Collected Works. It was one long struggle between 
De Qnincey and the printing-press. A message-boy, named 
Roderick, was kept always ready at the one end, to be shot 
to Lothian Street or Lasswade for copy when the supply 
failed ; at the other end was De Quincey himself, groaning 
and working. His preserved notes to Mr. Hogg, excusing 
his failures and delays, are pathetically characteristic. 
"My non -performances after circumstantial notice have 
been so many," he says in one, " that I can hardly hope 
for any credit when 1 tell you that on Monday I shall be 
in Lothian Street with the MS. all ready for the press." 
The excuse on this occasion was his "nervous sufferings;" 
but another time it is trouble about some unpaid taxes, 
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t " agitsdoD aX the prospect of atter rnio 
pMt all repair." Again, it b nocetlaiDty whether certain 
p«pen are already in the prhiter'a hands, or are stili in 
Us own possession, with a desire to be sure on the point, 
so as to be saved, if poosibte, " a process of stooping " in 
search of them, from which he coald " hardly recorer for a 
fortnight." Once it is owing to " lainb«go;" once to his 
having fallen asleep inopportnnely ; another ^me to par- 
tial delirinm from "want of sleep and opinm combined;" 
another time to distraction ^m " having been np and 
writing all night," with the addition, " I have jnst set fire 
to my hur." Once the delay is doe to " a process of 
wbitewaabing or otherwise cleaning ceilings, &c.," which 
has been going on in the hoDse, and to the nnfortunate 
fact that most of the papers needed at the moment " bad 
been placed within a set of drawers E^^nst which is now 
reared the whitewashcr's scaffolding;" and several times 
it is owing to considemtion for Miss Stark, who is not in 
the best of health, aod h^ too much to do. Miss Stark, 
tn fact, had become indisjien sable to him, not only baying 
for him all the articles he wanted, articles of apparel ta- 
olnded, but also receiving and retamiog messages for him, 
and sorting and nnmbcring his slips of copy, and so mi- 
nntely cognisant of his daily dealings and diSicafties witb 
the press that she began to fancy she was herself a kind 
of litersry lady.' It is cnrioua to observe, amid all this 

■ Miss Blark is still alive, sod in the sune No. 42 Lothian Street ; 
and I have had the pleaeure of Beeing her, and bearing her talk of 
De Quioeej, in the very rooms which he occupied. She remembers 
that be usuilIIj wrote on papers which he held in his left band, near 
bis eyes, and uut at a table, and also that he had a peculiar way of 
notching each slip of maDUHcript when he had done with it. He had 
a secret meiiniDg in the practice, which he promised to tell hot ; but 
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confusion, the indefatigable and painstaking laboriouanesB 
of the little workman, his fastidious care for accuracy, and 
his delicate regard for the feelings and interests of other 
people. His notes of escuse are themselves models of hu~ 
perflnouB precision ; and hia instructions to the composi- 
tors for corrections of the press and for the proper reading 
of his manuscript arc elaborately overn^aatious. Ho is 
anhappy sometimes at the thought that the compoeitors, 
whose time is their fortune, may be standing idle throngh 
his fault; and once he is miserable till he has explained 
to Mr. Hogg by two letters in succeseion that the boy 
Roderick is not to blame for a certain misunderstanding, 
but had delivered hia message with Spartan strictness. 
Nor, in the long-run, as Mr. Hogg vouches, did De Quincey 
fail in any essential of hia undertaking. In the accounts 
between them he was equally scrupulous, and indeed mor- 
bidly afraid of any benefit to himself by a casual error. 
It was not long before Mr. Ho^ found that a cheqae 
mode him uneasy, and that he would always rather hare 
a little cash on account. From another source we learn 
that he did not like the greasy Scotch one-puund notos, 
but preferred the medallions of her Majesty's head in gold, 
silver, or copper. 

While No. 42 Lothian Street was De Quincey'a es- 
tablished abode and workshop from 1652 onwards, it 
was at Lasswade, as before, that he was mainly or solely 
to be seen by visitors. The domestic economy there, 
however, did not remain unchanged. In 1853 there was 
the first break in the household by the marriage of his 
eldest daughter, Margaret, to Mr. Robert Craig, the son 
of a highly-respected neighbour, and the removal of the 
he neiei did. She does not remEinber that he went oat much ai 
nights, or indeed daring the day, except for tnuuit to IdSBWB.dc 
I 6* 
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married pair to Ireland. In 1 854 the two younger 
daughters were away from laMwade for some time, on 
a riait to their married sister in her new home ; and in 
1855 the elder of these, Florence, went out to India, to 
become the wife of Colonel Baird Smith, an Engineer offi- 
cer of high distinction, whose name and services are still 
brilliant in our Indian annala. As by that time the medi- 
cal son, Francis, had become a duly-qualified physician and 
gone out to Brazil, De Quincey seems to bare felt some 
compunction afterwards in leaving his single remaining 
daughter, Emily, so much alone at Laaswade. There were 
pathetic signs of this, Mrs, Baird Smith informs us, in 
the increased freijnencj thenceforward of his affectionate 
notes and letters from Lothian Street to Lasswade when 
Lo could not come himself; and her explanation of the 
whole matter is : " He really could not manage tia work 
farther from the . press, and uothiug which would have 
been natural in other cases, such as my sister's removing 
into Edinburgh, would have answered with him." In- 
deed, though Miss De Qaincey's most natural home was 
still the pretty place on the Eak to which she bad been 
accustomed from her childhood, and where, rather than in 
Edinburgh, she had pleasant neighbourly ties, she waa in- 
evitably absent from it a good deal, after 1855, on visits 
elsewhere, more especially to her sister, Mrs. Craig, in Ire- 
land. In one such visit, in the autumn of 1857, De Quin- 
cey himself actually accompanied her — the arrival just 
of his youngest son, Paul Frederick, on furlough 
from his regiment in India, having suggested the journey 
and made the travelling arrangements easier. Even with 
such an escort, it was something of an adventure for De 
Quincey in his seventy-third year; but all was roaunged 
to his mind ; and there was a new fund of delight for 
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him through the rest of bis lifo in the fact that he had 
made out this visit to his eldest daughter in her Irish 
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home, and had seen the two Httle ones t 
member him as their grandfather. From that date lliere 
vas to he no similar interruption of his asual habits, but 
only, whenever his youngest daughter was at Lasawade, 
the customary alternation between the familiar cottage 
there and his own crib in Lothian Street Even after he 
had passed hia seventieth year he retained so much of hb 
pedestrian vigour that the distance of seven miles between 
the two places waa nothing to him if ho were in the 
humour, and younger men were surprised at the ease with 
which he preceded them up one of the braes of the Esk, 
Latterly, however, there was an increasing feebleness, 
bringing his rambles more and more witbin bounds, and 
sometimes confining him to hia Lothian Street rooms for 
weeks together. A tendency to somnambulism, which 
showed itself now and then, was a new cause of trepida- 
tion on his account to Mrs, Wilson and Miss Stark, already 
sufficiently in dread of nightly accident to him and his 
papers from his extreme short'sightedness and perpetual 
contact with fire and lighted candies. On the other band, 
one is glad to find, he was in his latter years compara- 
tively free from the pains and miseries of bis constita- 
tional malady. The testimony to this fact is concurrent 
from several quarters ; and the medical hypothesis now is, 
that the " lesion of the stomach " which had been the 
prime cause of his Bufferings, and the explanation of hia 
abnormal consumption of opium, had somehow begun to 
heal itself, by a kind of natural induration, as old age 
came on. 

The De Quincey of the ten years from 1849 to 1869, 
the De Quincey whose volurainouB Collected Works were 
3i 
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appenriiig simultaneously in a British edition and an 
American edition, was naturally an object of even keener 
social curiosity than the De Quincey of earlier and lesa 
roundcd-off celebrity. He was thought of as a surviviiig 
chief of a former generation, whom one must make haete 
to sec, if he were ever to be seen at all. For the Edin- 
burgh people generally, however, to see De Quincey was 
no more easy matter now than it had been before. His 
elusiveness of all ordinary social gatherings had increased 
rather than dimioished ; and from that net-work of great 
dinner-parties and great evening assemblies which brings 
all Edinburgh together, over and over again, every season 
from November to May, he was still allowed to escape by 
a nuanimous vote in favour of his intractable sin^larity. 
So long as Wilson lived, it was never the fanlt of that 
heartiest and most hospitable of men if he lost sight of 
De Quincey for any considerable while, or were not ap- 
plied to first for any act of friendship, or of guardianship 
in a difficulty, that De Quincey might need. But Wilson 
died in April, 1854, at the ago of sixty-nine, leaving hia 
weaker-bodied friend, then of the same age, to live on for 
nearly six years more of hngering Edinburgh indepen- 
dence. Among friends of De Quincey's who saw most of 
him in his later years, before Wilson's death or after, were 
Mr. Bobert Chambers, Mr. Hill Buiton, Mr. Alexander 
RuBsel of the Scottman, and Mr. J. R. Findlay. Those 
were still the days, too, of the pleasant little supper-parties 
of Mrs. Crowe in Damaway Street, remembered yet by 
some, and certainly by the present writer, as among the 
most excellent and beslrraanaged things of the kind ever 
known in Edinburgh or elsewhere. By the kindly tact of 
the hostess, one was always sure to meet at her table, in 
the easiest and friendliest fashion, from half a dozen to 
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ten or twelve of the men and women best worth knowing, 
on literary or other grounds, among the residents in Ed- 
inburgh or the last week's arrivals. As I write there rise 
up in my memory the genial old Sir William Allan and 
his niece, Mr. and Mra. George Combe (the latter a 
daughter of Mt§. Siddotis, and with a flash of her mother's 
dramatic power in her at unexpected moments), the good 
Robert Otiambera, Dr. Samuel Brown, David Scott, Mias 
Rigby, Mrs. Stirling of Hill Street, the American Miss 
Cnshman, the Italian Raffini, and the Greek Mousabioea. 
That is a mi^ed recollection from 1846 ; and it must have 
been considerably after that date, as I calculate, but while 
some of those named may have been atill among the 
efrntubtmalen, that De Quincey was first drawn into the 
friendly circle. The following anecdote of one of his ap- 
pearances there is, therefore, only at second-hand : To 
Bait some of the gentlemen, there had been produced on 
this occasion, by special grace of the English hostess, 
materials for the savage Scottish observance called whisky- 
toddy. In those days the orthodox instrument for mix- 
ing the ingredients in the tumbler and conveying them 
thence to the glass was a. "toddy-ladle," generally of 
silver, but preferably of wood. Mrs. Crowe having apolo- 
^zed for the absence of those articles and the substitution 
of more teaspoons, De Quincey's politeness was moved to 
hyperbole. " Oh, don't mention it, Mrs. Crowe," he said ; 
" don't mention it ; for, if there is one thing in this world 
that I abominate more than any other, it is those execra- 
ble toddy-ladles." There must be De Quincoyana a thoa- 
sand times better than this from some of the little noeies 
in Damaway Street and elsewhere from 1849 onwards, if 
one could get at them. But almost all De Quincey's fellow- 
guests at such little gatherings are gone, as well as himself. 
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Any rare appearances, sucb as Ijavo been noted, of Do 
Quineey at the table of an Edinburgh friend between 1 849 
and 1859 connect theraaelves, of course, with the Edin- 
burgh focua of bis little' ellipse — i. e., with Lothian Street. 
The more formal calls of viBitore from a distance, British 
or Americati, were still alreost invariably at Lasswade, and 
naturally became fewer and fewer after the marriages o£ 
two of his daughters and the absences of the third made 
his own occasions for being there less frequent. Mebb 
Martinean visited him in 1852, while all his daughters 
were still with him. She went away charmed by the ex- 
ceptionally sweet audibility of his voice as it reached her 
through her ear-trumpet, and she lived to write a posthu- 
mous estimate of him, which might have been written 
more worthily. Mr. Fields, his American publisher, visited 
him about the same time, and could not afterwards say 
enough of his gentleness and conrtesy of manner and the 
delights of his conversation. Another American, who vis- 
ited him in 1S54, transmits an anecdote which is worth 
more than general eulogium. The talk at the table had 
b^^n to veer round somehow to the subject of Scotland 
and the Scotch, when De Quincey, as if waking from a 
reverie, observed to the visitors that, as the servant who 
waited was a Scotch girl, he would be particularly obliged 
if they would reserve anything severe they had to say 
about the Scottish religion for moments when she should 
be out of the room. By far the best account, however, of 
a visit to De Quincey at Lasawade in his later years is one 
by the Rev. Francis Jaoox. The visit, which was in Jnly, 
1852, extended over some days, and included walks with 
De Quincey, as well as conversations with him in the eot- 
t^e. Impressed, as everybody was, with De Qnincey's 
wonderful courtesy, the "sensitive considerateness " of his 
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style of address to all about him, Mr. Jacox was particalar- 
ly struck by the absence in him of that habit of mono- 
logue which ia the usnal fault of men celebrated for con- 
versational potver. He was as willing to listen aa to talk. 
Naturally, however, most of the talk was left to him. 
There were times of torpor or drearoineas when he seemed 
incapable of anything; but a cup of coSec, or some less 
visible stimulus, would rouse him like magic. Then hia 
talk would range over all possible topics, from the gayest 
and lightest to the higbest. Mr. Jacox took note of some 
of his judgments in literary matters. He talked most af- 
fectionately of Wilson, who was then broken down in 
health. In speaking of Sir William Hamilton and his 
raetaphyaios his strain rose to nearly its highest mood, but 
with a reserve on behalf of the later thinker, Ferrier, as 
perhaps the subtle)', if not so learned and comprehensive. 
He had read Isaac Taylor's works, but did not care much 
about them. With Miss Edgeworth's novels he had much 
fault to find ; Dickens he praised only eum grano, but pre- 
ferred unhesitatingly to Thackeray, on account of hia 
more genial humanity; and against Thackeray's merits, 
Mr. Jacox thought, he was mulishly obdurate. Ho would 
not admire Emerson and Hawthorne to the proper pitch, 
but had not then read the best of Hawthorne, He showed 
verj- considerable curiosity about Maurice and Eingsley, 
and Christian Soeialisra, and inquired very particularly 
abont Mr. G. H. Lewes and his London doings and em- 
ployments. He said that music was a necessity of his 
daily life, and that, if he ever visited London again, the 
Opera would be his principal attraction. For the theatres 
in general he had little good to say, and declared that ho 
could hardly conceive of a performance i 
tragedy that should be other than a profanatio 
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eyes; bat he epote witb cordial admiratioi] of Miss Helen 

Fancit as he had seen her reeentij in EdJnbargb in the 
part of Aotigone. When such converaationa with De 
Qaincey were out-of-doors, in the coon try-roads about Lass- 
wade, Mr. Jacox observed that they were always beset or 
followed by beggars, and that De Qnincey gave something 
at once to every applicant, and always deferentially and 
frith apology. The last walk Mr. Jacox had with him was 
in seeing him bo far on his way back, on an evening, from 
Edinburgh to Lnsswade. "While they were in Princes 
Street, De Quincey showed a nervous anxiety lest any 
gesture of himself or bis companion should be constnied 
by a cabman as an ofier of a fare, and so bring him oS the 
mnk. Some horrible experience seemed to be in bis mind, 
and be expressed his dread of " the overbearing brutaiity 
of those men." The walk, so far as it was a joint concern, 
ended at a point in the Meadows, where De Quincey in- 
usted that Mr, Jacox should turn back. Mr. Jacos then 
bade him farewell, hut watched his receding figure as tt 
disappeared up the lane, called Lovers' Loan, leading from 
the Meadows to the rest of bis long route over heigbt and 
hollow to Lasswade. He had opened a book of Haw- 
Uiome's, which Mr. Jacox had given him, and was read- 

What more is to he known about De Qnincey in his 
last years is to be derived chiefly from those letters to his 
daughters which, as has been mentioned, became touohing- 
ly frequent after the family had been dispersed. Mr. Page 
has been able to publish a number of specimens, and they 
have a very Hveiy interest. It cannot be said, indeed, that 
they admit ns much to that "inner heart" of De Quincey 
the real nature of which so puzzled those who knew him 
beat With a]l his startling outside eccentricities, and 
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even the glaring candours of his opium confessions, he 
remained an impenetrable being. Wilson himself could 
never explain him. What dark little core of a soul did 
his eccentrieitiea conceal; or was there no real core of 
moral personality at all, but ouly a strange bunch or con- 
formation of sensitive and intellectual nerves, over which 
the phenomena of the world could creep with the certainty 
of a keen response, snd that could secrete thoughts and 
phantasies! The second supposition is irreconcilable with 
known facts. Wo have had signs already, and the writ- 
ings furnish more in abundance, that the gentle, timid, 
shrinking, abnormally sensitive and polite Httlo man was 
no more without hia hard little bit of central self than 
other people, and that this might be found out on occa- 
sion. He had a very considerable fuud of prejudice, tem- 
per, opinionativeneas, animosity, pugnacity, on which he 
could diaw when he liked ; and sliarp enough claws could 
be put forlb from underneath tbe velvet. He had also, 
wo need not doubt, bis deeper hours and reveries of self- 
communing when De Qnincey was alone with De Quincey, 
and more came out and waa diacouraed between them than 
friend or enemy could ever know. This mystery of the 
real De Qnincey, however, has to be prosecuted through 
the whole biography and by meana of the sum total of the 
materialB, aud receives little cincidation from the private 
letters. 

But, though these letters tell as little about De Qnincey 
intrinsically that we should not have known otherwise, 
they let us see some traits of bis character in the light 
of a peculiarly pleasant familiarity. Their fatherly and 
grandfatherly fondness is really beautiful. We see the 
old man, late at night, in Lothian Street, amid hia books 
and papers, stopping his work and pushing it aside, that 
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be may shut his eyes and tliinl; for a while of his three 
girls, aDd of the little Eva and Johnny in the Irish home 
of one of them. The arrival of the poat with letters from 
hia daughters is the event of the twenty-four houi'a within 
which it occurs, and ho Ukcs nothing heiter than to prattle 
back to them by the next post. Here, however, his difii- 
colties, excuses, and explanations are often comically ah- 
Burd. Now he feara he has mislaid the letters just re- 
ceived ; DOW he has but a single sheet of note-paper left, 
or has to write on a sheet of wretchedly coarse note-paper 
from a packet he had fortunately bought at the last shop 
he could find open on a Saturday night; now — let his 
daughters exult with him ! — he has " sprung a mine of 
envelopes" underneath the litter on his table, and will be 
at ease on that score for some time. Worst of all, it is 
quite uncertain whether the tetter he is writing will ever 
be despatched ; for he knows he has written one already, 
which he cannot now find, and this one may disappear in 
like fashion, unless fate is propitious. When a letter did 
emerge from such throttling chances in its origin, it was 
pretty sure to be worth receiving. With affectionate mes- 
sagea to the recipient and those about her, there might be 
chat about the progress of the Collected Edition of the 
Works, or about some incident in De Qaincey'e last walk 
or in the Lothian Street minage; but in most cases the 
Iett«r turned itself into a playful little dissertation, k la 
De Quincey, on some point of etymology or literature 
casually su^eated. Once there was a minute account of 
a dream in which himself and two of his daughters were 
the figures, with an illustrative diagram to assist them in 
conceiving it exactly. That De Qoinoey toot no ordinary 
interest in the current public news of the day we know 
Independently; but the letters furnish additional proofs. 
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We hear in tLom of second editions of the newspapers 
sent oat for when anything of special moment was going 
on ; and the amount of attention to the trial of Palmer in 
1856 and to another famoas case iu 1857 answers to wLiit 
wo should expect from the acthor of the essay on "Mur- 
der Considered as one of the Fine Arts," Nothing, how- 
ever, seems to have interested Do Quinoey so much, or 
roused him so nearly to a paroxysm of personal excite- 
ment, aa the Indian Mutiny of 1857^'58. The fact that 
his daughter, Mrs. Baird Smith, and bis son, Paul Fredei^ 
ick, were then in India, and subsequently his pride in the 
share which fell to his son-in-law, Colonel Baird Smith, in 
the exertions for the suppression of the Mutiny, brought 
the tremendous story home to him, and made the impres- 
sion of it the last great experteuce of his life. 

Through the years of labour over the edition of the 
Collected Worts De Qnincey had been amusing himself 
with fresh literary projecta. Mr. Hogg, after noting it as 
one of the peculiarities of bis conversation that sometimes 
he would propound the most absurd things, and maintain 
them so gravely that it was impossible to say whether he 
was merely quizzing you and himself or might not be 
really in earnest, applies the remark especially to his per- 
sistence in bringing forward certain schemes of publish- 
ing adventure. While some of these alarmed Mr. Hogg 
by threatening interruption to the main labour, there was 
one which would not have been so chimerical in itself bad 
time been left for it. This was a project of a new His- 
tory of England in twelve volames. After he was seventy 
he still harped on the project to Mr. Hogg, and longed 
the conclusion of the Collective Edition, that hi 
begin the new work. He could finish it, he thought, 
four years. 
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Tho antnmn of 1859 had come, and the thirteenth vol- 
ume of the Ckdlected Works had been issued, and the 
fourteenth and last volume was all but ready for the 
press, when it became evident that De Qaincey's work in 
the world waa over. His life bad gone to the estreme 
extent for which it had been wound up, and it was no 
definite malady, but the mere weakness of old age, that 
made him take to his bed. Uia youngest daughter, sum- 
moned from Ireland, where she had been on a visit to her 
uater, found him too feeble to bear removal to Lasswade, 
and remained with him in Lothian Street Dr. Warbur- 
ton Begbie, an Ediuburgh physician of the bigbest celeb- 
rity of that day, was called in on the •22d of October. 
He visited his patient latterly twice a day, finding him 
sometimes rallying so much as to be able to sit up or 
recline on a sofa, eager about what was in the day'a news- 
papers, and trying to read them himself, or turning over 
the leaves of a new book. The perfect tranquillity of the 
patient, hia anxiety not to give trouble, and the clearaeaa 
with which he discussed the medical treatment of his case 
and the action of the remedies employed, especially with 
reference to the effects that might have been left on 
his constitution by opium, impressed Dr. Bogbie grfeat- 
ly. There were, however, times of swooning and sleepy 
delirium, from which he seemed to awake with sur- 
prise. On such occasions bis dreams seemed always to 
be of children. On Sunday, the 4th of December, the ap- 
proach of death waa so manifest that it was thought right 
to telegraph for Mrs. Craig, the only other of his children 
then within reach. She arrived in time to be recognised 
and welcomed ; and on the morning of Thursday, the 8th 
of December, the two daughters standing by the bedside, 
and the physician with them, De Quincey passed away. 
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He had been in a dozo for some hours ; sod, as it bad 
boca observed that in hia waking hours since tho begin- 
ning of his illnesB he had reverted much to the incidents 
of hia childhood and talked especially of his fsther, re- 
gretting that he hud known so little of hitn, so in this 
final doze his mind seemed to be wandering among the 
same old memories. " My dear, dear mother : then I was 
greatly mistaken," he was heard to murmur; and his very 
last act was to throw up his arms and utter, as if with a 
cry of Hurpriaed recognition, "Sister! sister! sister I" The 
vision seemed to be that of hU sister Elizabeth, dead near 
Manchester seventy years before, and now waiting for him 
on the bunks of the river. 

Do Quincey, at the time of his death, was seventy-^our 
years and four months old. There were obituary notices 
in the newspapers, but not nearly so numerous or loud 
and elaborate as those which came out on the death of 
Macaulay, at the age of fifty-nine, twenty days later in the 
same month. Nor can I find that there was any great at- 
tendance at De Quincey's funeral. He was buried in the 
West Church-yard of Edinburgh, beside his wife and two 
of their children ; and on a tablet on a rather ruinous part 
of one of the walls of that church-yard, at the end of the 
bustling Princes Street, and close under the Castle Rock, 
one may read now this epitaph : Sacred to Ike Memory of 
Thomas De Quincey, who was bom at Oreenhay, near 
Manckealer, August Ibth, 1785, and died in Edinburgh, 
December Blh, 1869, and of Margaret, his tetfe, who died 
August Ith, 1837. The epitaph, it will be observed, pre- 
serves the blunder of most of the biographers as to the 
place of Do Quincey's birth. What does it matter, or the 
poorness altogether of the monument} Scott, whose mon- 
ument is the central object of the city, and the finest ever 
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resred anywhere in the world to a man of Icttere, was a 
nntivu of Edinburgh ; Wiiaon, the noble bronze statue of 
whom attracts the eye in Prinues Street, a little to the 
west of the Scott monument, was an Edinburgh citizen 
by adoption; De Quincey, through three - fourths of his 
literary life belonging by accident to Edinburgh, was in 
no sense an Edinburgh man, and could expect no corre- 
sponding posthumous honours. Not one in two thousand 
of the inhabitants of Edinburgh at this moment knows 
where ho is buried, or that he is buried in Edinbuigh at 
alt ; and not once in a year does any one of the select 
hundred who may he aware of the fact and the place 
think of visiting the humble grave. Again, what does it 
matter? De Quincey's real constituency consists of all 
those, anywhere over the English-speaking world, who 
care for De Quincey's writings. 



CHAPTER XL 

DK quinoxt's writisob: oxneral ohabaotbristiob. 

Okb obvious diatinction of Do Quincey from most of the 
other chiefs of English literature is, that the writings by 
which he holds his high rank consist almost entirely of 
papers contributed to periodicals. Various books which 
he projected remained projects only ; and, with the ex- 
ception of his Logic of Political Economy, now included 
among his collected works, and his novel called Klosler- 
ham, of which there baa been no English reprint, all the 
products of his pen during the forty years of bis literary 
life appeared originally in the pages of magazines or other 
senals. Jnst as Shakspeare may be described, in an off- 1 
hand manner, as the author of abont thirty-seven plays, I 
so may De Quincey be said to have taken his place in oni 
literature as the author of about one hundred a nd fi fty 
magazine articlosV" I 

^ Another obvious characteristic of De Quincoy's writings 
is their extreme multifariousness. They range over an 
extraordinary estent of ground, the subjects of which they 
principally treat being themselves of the most diverse 
kinds, while their illustrative references and allnstons 
shoot through a perfect wilderness of miscellaneous schol- 
arship. This mnltifariousnesB of his matter is. in fact, but 
a manifestation of that peculiar personal character which 
chanced in his case to be bronght into the business of 
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litcratoie. " For my own part, without breach of tmth 
or modesty," he says in one place, " I may affirm that 
my life has been, on the whole, the life of a philosopher: 
from my birth, I was made an iDtellectual creatare; and 
intellectual in the highest sense my pursuits and pleasures 
have been, even from my school-boy days," Again, in 
another place, he says: " I have passed more of my life 
in absolute and unmitigated solitude, voluntarily, and for 
intellectual purposes, than any person of my age whom I 
have ever either met with, beard of, or read of," A atrese, 
not intended by De Quineey himself, may be laid on the 
word mtellectual in these passages. To hardly any one 
BO little as to him could there have been applied in his 
youth that observation which Goethe applied with such 
remarkable prescience to Carlyle in the year 183?, when 
he defined him as " a moral force of great importance," 
and added that, precisely on account of this depth of the 
moral in his constitntion, it was impossible to foresee all 
that he would produce and effect No one nould have 
said of De Qnincey, at any time of his life, that hia 
strength lay in any predominance of the moral element 
in hia nature. On the contrary, though severe enough in 
some of bis criticisms on conduct, and owning a distinct 
sesthetic preference for whatever is lovely and of good 
report, he was defective in original moral impetus or ve- 
hemence to a degree beyond the average. It is no mere 
figure from grammar to say that few men have come intfl 
the world, or have gone through it, with a more meagre 
outfit of the imperative mood. It was because he was so 
weak in this mood that we may call him so specifically, in 
his own language, " an intellectital creature." His mwn 
interest in life was that of universal curiosity, sheer in- 
(juisitivenesa and meditative ness about all things whatso- 
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^H ever. Hence liis earlj' passion for the acquisition of book- 
^H knowledge, and tbe fact that before his twenty-fifth year 
^r . to had read so much and so varioasly as to be e^en then 
more entitled to the name of polykislor than almost any 
of his English contemporariea. Add that other store of 
knowledge which Lc had acquired by the eiiercise of a 
most subtle and insimialiug faculty of observation npon 
human life and character around him, the "qvicguid offunl 
homilies" in all its varieties of " votum, timor, ira, voluptai, 

Iffaudia, discursus;" and add, moreover, a preternatu rally 
tenacious memory; and it will be seen with what an un- 
usual stock of materials De Quincey came to the craft of 
magaziue authorship. When he did so, in his thirty-fifth 
year, it was under the compulsion of circumstances. He 
would rather not have adopted the craft ; he would rather 
have gone on still as a private student and observer, with 
the chance of some outcome in laboured book-form at his 
own leisure; hut, once harnessed to the periodical print- 
ing-presa, he was at no loss for matter. His command of 
German greatly increased in those days his range into the 
unhackneyed and uncommon ; but, without that help, his 
extensive readings in the classics, in mediieval Latin, and 
in our earlier and less-known English authors, would have 
sufficed, in the grasp of a memory so retentive as his, to 
impart to his writings much of that polyhistoric charac- 
ter, that multifariousaeas of out-of-the-way learning, which 
we discern in them. 

It IB an impoilant advance to be able to add that De 
Quincey's writings, so miscellaneous in their collective 
range, are all, or almost all, of high quality. There are 
differences among them in this respect ; but there is hard- 
ly one that does not, in the stereotyped phrase of review- 
ers, " well repay perusal." Remembering this high generai 
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level of goodness tbrongh sQch a numerous series of ar- 
ticles, and remembering the super -excclleat goodness of 
not a few, admirers of De Quiacey are in the habit of 
saying among themselves, plaintively, " Ah, there Is no 
such writing nowadays !" and have actually put the esolft- 
mation Into print This is, in part, only the natural es- 
aggeration of loyalty to an old favourite ; and it forgeta, 
in the first place, what a quantity of very bad magazine- 
writing there was in the days when De Quincey was at 
his most brilliant in that business, and also what a quan- 
tity of excellent writing there is in our magazines and re- 
views at present. But, in a rough way, the complaint 
seems to hit a truth. With some exceptions, there does 
seem to be less of real mental exertion, less of notion 
that real mental exertion is called for, in the magazine- 
writing and review- writing of the present time than there 
was in the palmy old days when De Qtiinccy, Carlyle, i 
Macanlay, and some others were doing their best in our 
monthlies and quart«rlie3, and making their living by that 
species of labour. Anything docs — any kind of useful, 
or, as they are beginning to call it, " informatory," printed 
matter, or any compost of rough proximate ideas on a 
sttbject, or any string of platitudes, repeating what no- 
body ever did not know, if tinselled sufficiently into pret- 
ty sentences. Not unfrequently, when you have read the 
article of greatest celebrity in the current number of a 
periodical, yon find that there has been no other motive to 
it than a theftuous hope to amuse an hour for you after 
dinner by serving up to you again the plums from some 
book which you and every one else have read three weeks 
or a month before, the entire drift of the article other- 
wise, and the whole substance of its connecting para- 
graphs, not betraying the possesuon, or at least the es- 
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penditiire, of one quarter of an o 
brain. It ia experience aucli aa t 
hastily, a laudator temporvi acti 
aa in other matters, and drives on 
sixteen volumea or to any aimili 
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angry forgetfulncsa of the fact that tbeae collections them- 
eeives are but the solid monuments remaining from amid 
acres of vaniahed ruhbiah. The forgetfulncsa is wrong, 
bnt the result for readers may happen to be beneficial. 
De Quincoy's sixteen volumes of magazine articles are 
full of brain from beginning to end. At the rate of about 
half a volume a day, they would aerve for a month's read- 
ing, and a month continuously might bo worse expended. 
There are few courses of reading from which a young 
man of good natural intelligence would come away more 
inatmcted, charmed, and stimulated, or, to express the mat^ 
ter as definitely as possible, with his mind more slrelcked. 
Good natural intelligence, a certain fineness of fibre, and 
some amount of scholarly education, have to bo presup- 
posed, indeed, in all readers of De Quincey, But, even 
for the fittest readers, a month's complete and continaoua 
coarse of De Quincey would be too much. Better have 
him on the shelf, and take down a volume at intervals for 
one or two of the articles to which there may be an im- 
mediate attraction. An evening with Do Quincey in this 
manner will always be profitable. 

Not only was it De Qnincey's laudable habit to put 
brain into all his articles, but it so chanced that the brain 
he had at his disposal was a brain of no common order. 
tet na get rid, however of the disagreeable word brain, 
and ask, in more manly and less physiological fashion, 
what were the chief characteristics of De Quineey's pe- 
cnliar mind and genius. At the basis of all, as we have 
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seen, was his learning, his wealth oF miBcellaneoua and ac- 
curate knowledge. On that topic enough has been said; 
ftnd we advert to it again only because it is well to re< 
member that, whatever else De Quincey was, he was at al] 
eventa a scholar and polyhistor. 

But what was he besides i He was distinguished from 
moat modern specimens of the genus polykhtor by the 
possession, in the first place, of a singularly independeut, 
clear, subtle, exact, and penetrating intellect. The inde-^ 
pendence of his intellect i 
was less disposed to take 
one more keenly sceptical 



e ready to challenge 
tradition on any subject, re- 



itaeif remarkable. No one 
opinions on trust, no 
general judgments, no 
a popular or even a scholastic 
■e.stigato the evidence, and 



persist in getting at the root of the matter for himself. 
His strength in this quality has been called love of parar 
dox, and sometimes it does go to that length. As he 
himself explained, however, a paradox is properly not 
something incredible, but only something beyond the 
bounds of present belief ; and it is remarkable how oftfin, 
when he is followed in one of his so-called paradoxes, he 
turns out to be right. Sometimes, when this happens, 
one finds that it was the mere exercise of shrewd conimon- 
Bense, a rapid deductive perception from the first of what 
must be the case in the ci re urn stances, that enabled him 
to challenge the common opinion ; but more frequently 
it is his historical knowledge that serves him, his power 
of marshalling facts inductively and interpreting their 
relations. But, even when he fails to convince, he al- 
ways instructs, always suggests something that remains 
in the mind and goes on working — never leaves a question 
exactly as it was. One is reminded, in reading him, of 
Goldsmith's saying about Burke's conversation in contrast 
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with Johnson's. Admiring Johnson's extraordinary pow- 
ers in that way as much as any man, but irritated by Bos- 
well's perpetual harping on the theme, " Is he like Burke, 
sir, who winds into a subject like a serpent!" Goldsmith 
was once moved to ask. Now, this serpentine insinuation 
of himself into the heart of a subject, rather than John- 
son's direct and broadside style of. attack upon a subject 
externally, was De Quincey's usual metJiod, He generally 
knows his conelusion from the first, and sometimes an- 
nounces it dogmatically at the outset; but, whether for 
inquiry towards his conclusion or for proof of it after it 
has been announced, his habit is to choose a point of en- 
try, and thence, by subtle and intricate windings, to reach 
the centre, where the concurrent trains will meet, and all 
will become clear. His windings have often the appear- 
ance of wilful digressions, and digressiveness is the fault 
with which he Ls most commonly charged. It was, per- 
haps, the same labyrinthine habit, or at all events the ten- 
dency to long-spun threads of reasoning, that Carlyle had 
in view when he applied the epithet " wire-drawn " to some 
<d De Quinoey'a mental products. His digressions, how- 
eyer, to use his own phrase, have a wonderful knack of re- 
voMng to the point whence they set ont, and generally 
with a fresh freight of meaning to be incorporated at that 
point ; and, so far as one might acquiesce in the descrip- 
tion of some of Do Quincey's mental products as " wire- 
drawn," it is in cases where one might agree with Carlyle 
that the kind of matter dealt with was not worth so much 
manipulation, and that simple assumption or asseveration, 
or decision by a toss-up, would have saved time and an- 
swered all practical purposes. Very rarely, however, will 
one of De Quincey's snbtJeat ingenuities be voted useless 
by any reader who does come qualified with the due 
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amoiint of prelimiDary interest in tbo kind of matter dia- 
cussed — so much pleasure is there in observing the inge< 
nuity itself, and bo certain ia it, as Las been already siud, 
that some germ of future thought will be left if the imme- 
diate result has been disappointing. Then with what a 
paaaion for scientific exactness does De Quincey treat every- 
thing, and in what a state of finished clearness at the end 
ho leaves every Rpecniation of his, so far as it may have 
been carried! His numerical divisions and subdivisions, so 
unusual in literary papers, are themselves signs of the prac- 
tised thinker, refusing to part with any of the habits or de- 
vices of scientific analysis wherever they will help him. Ia 
short, very seldom has there been such a combination of the 
purely logical intellect with so much of scholarly erudition. 
De Quincey's intellect, while keenly analytic and exact, 
\was also very rich and inventive. The distinction will be 
understood by remembering the essays and disqnisitiona 
of Bacon, Sir Thomas Browne, Jeremy Taylor, Burke, or 
Coleridge, in contrast with those of such thinkers as Locke, 
Bishop Butler, David Hume, James Mill, or Sir Wiliia 
Hamilton. That the distinction does not coincide with 
that into the two opposed philosophical schools will have 
appeared from the mixture of names. Neither does it 
connect itself with any distinction of emotional tempera- 
ments among thinkers, as into the cool and the fervid. 
There may be a fervid thinker whose manner of thinking 
is of the plain and straightforward sort ; and there may 
a cool thinker whose manner of thinking, while equally 
scientific and precise, ia at the same time rich and i 
tive. Nor does Bacon's distinction between lumen sieatm, 
dry light, and lumen kumidum, or light drenched in the 
affections and customs, correspond exactly with what U 
; nor does the ordinary distinction between the 
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poetic and the poetic, though that comes nearer. The dis- 
tinction is purely ouo of intellectual mRnocr, and maj be 
Been where there is identity in the subetonce of the thought 
to be expressed. Some writers, knowing what they mean \ 
to say heforehand, say it nakedly and rigidly, with nothing j 
additional or eubsidiary ; others, meaning the same thing, I 
and equally knowing what they mean beforehand, cannot | 
pnt it forth without putting forth also a good deal more 
that has been generated in the very act of thinking it out, 
and that, while organically related to it, may he indepen- 
dently interesting. De Quinccy belongs, in the main, to I 
the latter class. As ho had a teeming memory, so he had, 
as ha tells us himself, " an electric apfitude for seizing 
analogies," or, as he again espresscs it more fully, " a logi- 
cal instinct for feeling in a moment the secret analogies or 
parallelisms that connect things else apparently remote." 
Hence that quality of his thought which we have called 
richness or inrentiveness. In the act of thinking anytliing, 
metonymies, metaphors, anecdotes, illustrations historical 
or fantastic, start up in his mind, become incorporate with 
hia primary thought, and are, in fact, its language. It will 
not do to call this, as some have proposed, the literary 
mode of treating a subject, and to call the bleaker mode 
the strictly scientific ; for the former may he as strictly 
Bcientific, as valid and effective logically, as the latter. It 
would not be difficult, at all events, were a specimen pas- 
a^e of exposition or reasoning produced from a modem 
English writer of the more arid and rigid order, to pro- 
dnce from De Quincey, if the same topic should be really 
within bis province and he should chance to have treated 
it, a parallel passage in his richer style beating his rigid 
brother's out of sight for logical precision and clearness, 
perfection of impression on the pure understanding. Nev- 
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erthelesa, as it is the richer and more inventive style of 
writing tliat succeeds best in producing what, while serv- 
ing the purposes of philosophical or scientific exposition, 
will tal^e rank also distinctively as a piece of literature, 
there is no harm in saying that De Quincey's intellect was 
in the main of the literary order. In most of his papers 
it is professedly as a man of letters, remembering the aims 
and objects of literature proper, and seeking to touch the 
general human heart, that he handles philosophical or otheF 
speculative problems. Hence those egotisms, those fre- 
qaent Montaigne-like confidences between himself and hia 
readers as ho proceeds, which, as part of bis passion for in- 
troducing whatever of general human interest can be made 
relative to a subject or can brighten and illoatrate it, ^ve 
to his most abstract dissertations sach a character of indi- 
vidaality or De Quinceyism. There are cases, his greatest 
admirers most admit, in which the subsidiary swallows up 
the primary, and the captain's luggage all but sinks the 
ship and cargo. For example, it is rather provoking to a 
abort temper, in a paper on Sir William Hamilton and hia 
PhOosophy, to find the exordium consisting of a long com- 
plaint aboat the postal difficulties between Lasswade and 
Edinburgh, and the same subject and others equally irrele- 
vant recurring ad libitum throughout, while poor Sir "Wil- 
i corner and is fetched out of it 
>nly excuse in such cases is, that 
s to have understood it to be bargained 
md his readers that, whatever title he 
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gave to a paper, he was to bo the sole judge of what it 
shonld tarn out to be, provided the sum total should be 
safficiently amusing. Very rarely, however, is any each 
excuse needed. While it does seem to have been a canon 
with De Quincey, in the preparation of his articles, that the 
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Bnm total of each slionlJ l>e interesting by some means or 
other, and while very often an artiule is not quite what 
would have been expected from the title, it ia astonishing 
how habitually, in the hurry of magazine- writing, he con- 
trived to redeem and justify his title, teep his real subject 
in hand through all seeming iuvoiutions and digreseioos, 
retiim with artistic fidelity to the key-note, and leave all at 
the end, as we have said, in a state of finiaheJ clearnesa. 

There was in De Quincey'a geniuB, as all know, a very 
coDsiderahle vein of hnmour. A sense of fun foUows him 
into his moat serious disquisitions, and reveals itself in 
freaks of playfainess and jets of comic fancy; and once 
or twice, as in hia Murder Considered as One of the Fine 
Arts, he breaks into sheer extravagance or wild and pro- 
tracted rollick. Even then it cannot be said that bis ha- 
mouc ta of the largeBtrhearted kind, bo dependent is it on 
deliberate irony, a Petrouian jostling of the ghastly with 
the familiar, or the express simulation of lunacy. In its dis- 
play on the smaller scale, as diSuaed through his writings, 
it ia generally good-natured and kindly. It is not to he 
denied, however, that there was an ingredient of the mis- 
chievous or Mcphistophelic in De Quincey's temper, which 
could show itself occasionally under the guise of his usual- 
ly gentle humour. H« could nerer have been " a good 
hater," his equipment of moral energy being too languid 
for that; but there are parts and passages of his writings 
that leave the impression of a something which it would 
be difficult to distinguish from spite and malevolence. 

Hnraonr and pathos, we have been told, are twins, and 
inseparable. However that may be, De Quincey's endow- 
ment in pathos was certainly not less than his endowment 
in humour. From his earliest infancy, as wa saw, a sensa 
of the manifold miseries of life had been impieaaed upon 
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him by bis own experience and obseiration, and bad set- 
tled in bim into a kind of brooding melancholy. Not only 
■nch common calamities as bereavement, disease, physical 
pain, poverty, oppression, misconstraction, contempt, bat 
the rarer and more secret forms of anguish that belong to 
pecaliar temperaments and fatal shocks of circnmstance, 
bad been meditated by him, with the diligence of a coDsti' 
tntional bias to that sombre field of stndy, and with con- 
tinued aids from his own troables, till he had become a 
master in the whole science of sorrow. In particular, that 
early discovery which had first made the word Pariah so 
significant to him — the discovery of the omnipresence of 
inherited and unregarded misery, in specks or in masses, 
on the skirts of smiling society, or actually within its bos- 
om — had accompanied bim all his life long, till the word 
Pariah had become, aa we noted, one of the moat indis- 
pensable words in bis vocabulary, and the corresponding 
notion one of bis forms of thought. In his personal be- 
haviour, feeble as it was practically, this recollection of 
the miserable and dismal on all sides of him, this incessant 
wandering of his thoughts to the slave, the pauper, the 
lazar, the criminal, the street outcast, and the maniac, had 
shown itself in a kind of constant antt-Pbarisaism, a con- 
stant self-humiliation and pity for the abject. Why should 
he abhor, why should be condemn, why should be stand 
aloof, why should he refuse alms, or institute very rigid 
inquiries before giving : what was he himself that he 
shonld be punctilious! This mood, and the theme which 
occasioned it, he carried into his writings. There, too, 
one finds an habitual recollection of the variety and im- 
mensity of suffering diffused through life; and there, too, 
the inclination of the teaching, in the matter of the ways 
and means of dealing with crime and misery, is always to- 
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wards what is commonly called "tlie aeutimental," bnt 
some would call " the Christian." Hence also, in part, the 
frequent tendency to the lyrical and plaintive in the oast 
of De Qaincey's langu^e. 

There was yet a grander source of this tendency to the 
lyrical in his feeling for the mysterious and sublime. It 
was a saying of his own that he could not live without 
mystery. No man that is worth much can. If all ha- 
manity could be rolled into one soul, to think and feel as 
such, then all those activities and necessities having been 
abolished which arise from the very fact that it is distrib- 
uted or disparate, into what mood could it settle and be 
absorbed but that of wondering specuiation into its own 
origin ! Ou this very account, is not this mood, which 
may be called the metaphysical mood, the most essentially 
and specifically human of all moods! Most people have 
so time for it ; they have too much to do ; but he is hard- 
ly a man who does not fall into it sometimes ; and it is 
nursed in some into abnormal intensity by constitutional 
aptitude and by habits of solitude. De Quincey was one 
of these. lie was wrapt in a general religious wonder ; he 
went through the worid, one may say, in a fit of meta- 
physical musing. Bat not only was he occupied, as all 
snch minds are, with the great objects of religious contem- 
plation in its most abstract reaches towards the invisible, 
and with the standing metaphysical problems connected 
with those objects ; his sense of mystery fastened also on 
all those elementary sublimities in nature or life which, by 
their pre-eminent power over the human imagination, seem 
lite the chief irruptions of the invisible and supernatural 
into the sphere of man. The thunder and the lightning, 
the sun in the heavens, the nocturnal sky, the quiet vast- 
ueas of a mountain-range, the roar of the unresting ocean, 
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the carnage of a great battle-field, tbe stealthy ravage of a 
pestilence, the trsinp of a multitude in inaurraction, a Joan 
of Arc heroic and death-defying before her judges, Cbssot 
at the Kubicon when the world hung on his decision and 
there came upon hini t!ie phrenzy to cross — such were the 
physical grandeurs, and such the facts and moments of his- 
toric majesty, with which De Quincey's mind delighted to 
commune, as if seeing in them the clearest messages from 
infinitude and the moat atartling intimations of the inter- 
mingling of the demoniacal with the divine. Tet another 
descent, however, and we find his passion for mystery tak- 
ing relief even in the wizatdly and necromantic. Among 
the passages of bis early reading which had struck bim 
with an effect so extraordinary tiiat he could account for 
it onlj by supposing that they had wakened special affini- 
ties in his constitution, he mentions particularly the open- 
ing scene in Macbeth : 
"A BeacTi Plane. Thunder and Lightning. Enter thretWitdut. 

" JSi-sf Witch. When ahaJl we three meet again. 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain f 

" Seamd Wtteh. When tbe hurly-burlj'a done, 

WlicD the battle's lost and wan. 

■' Third Witch. That will be ere tbe set of sno." 

It would be difficult for any one not to carry away some- 
thing of the feeling of this passage, and hundreds of thou- 
e done so ; but what we observe in De Qaincey 
is, that he carried away the feeling and retained it ii 
form of a permanent tenet which it seems to bo 
Shakspeare's own creed : viz., in the form of e 
for tbe imagination, if not for the reason, of the interfer- 
ence in human affairs of other andmiore occult agencies 
than are dreamt of in the ordinary pliilosopliy. No one, 
indeed, could be more humorously pungent on all super 
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atitions of the witclicraft order than 
took spccinl pleasure in sliowing how, by the applicatioa 
of ma,thetiiatics and physical teste, the most pretentions 
of tliose snperstitioDB, such sa astrology, could be blasted 
into nonscDse. But this does not present our detecting 
in him a lurking fondness for some personal variety of the 
doctrine of a possible interfusion of the non- human or 
quondam-human with the known life of the present. Par- 
haps the best name for this variety of the aSection for the 
mysterious in De Quincey'a mind is Druidism, or the Dru- 
jdic element. It ia a more common element in British 
genius, and perhaps a more respectable, than is generally 
supposed. It reveals itself in De Quincey in his fondness 
for noting dreams, omens, casual symbolisms, marvellous 
coincidences, anticipations or prophecies of death, and the 
like, and also in his liking for such subjects of historical 
investigation as secret' societies — Freemasonry, Rosicrncian- 
ism, and the Pagan Oracles. 

To be noted, finally, in this enumeration of De Qain- 
cey's characteristics, b the prominence in his genius of 
the special faculty of poetic imagination. Though in- 
volved partly in what baa just been said as to the strength 
of his feeling for the mysterious and sublime, and also in 
what was formerly said as to the richness and inventive- 
ness of his manner of thinking on any subject, this re- 
mark is really independent. The feeling for the mysteri- 
ous and sublime is a natural cause of poetic conception, 
and a habit of poetic conception will contribute, with 
other things, to richness or literary charm in the treat- 
ment of a subject ; but the poetic faculty, in its distinct 
and special form, is the faculty of continuous constructive 
dreaming, of " bodying forth the forms of things un- 
known," of taming meanioga and feelings into actual 
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"shapes," t, e., into visual and representative phantasies. 
In what large measure De Quinccy possessed this faculty, 
and how conscious he was that the specimens of it he had 
left might be one of his distinctions among English prose 
writers, are as generally known as the faet of his opium- 
eating, and are, indeed, oftea connected with that fact in 
recollections of him. 

In an essay on " The Genius of De Quincey " Mr. Shad- 
worth Hodgsot, who knew him personally, vouches that 
no description &f him could surpass for exactness that 
provided beforehand hy the poet Thomson in the stanza 
of his Caalle of tndolence in which he introduces the bard 
Philomelas : 

" He come, the bsrd, a little Droiil vight 
Of witbered Mpeot ; bot bis eye waa keen. 
With Bneetttess mixed. In russet brown bedigh^ 
As is his sister of the copses green, 
He crept along, unpromisiug of mien. 
Gross lie nho judges so I Bii ma\ was fair, 
Bright ns the children of jon azure sheen. 
True coujeliness, which nothing can impair. 
Dwells in the mind ; all else is vanity and glare." 

The quotation is a happy one, and entitles Mr. Hodgson 
to our thanks. By this time, however, we ought to know 
our little Draid wight somewhat more intimately than 
by his external appearance. It remains only to say some- 
thing about his English style. 

In no case is there better proof or itlustration than in 
De Quincey'a of the important principle of the radical 
identity of style and thought, the impossibility of sepsr 
rating them in ultimate theory, and the mischief of the 
common habit of conceiving otherwisa In writing or 
not as if yon first obtained your thought, 
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and then looked about for a mantle in wliicU to dress it, 
and might choose the mantle coarse or fine, loose or tight, 
green or purple. The mantle itself, every fibre of it, is a 
fabrication of thinkings and feelings, coming into erist- 
ence by the very action and motion of that main thought 
or feeling which yon call the core or substance, and or- 
ganically united with it, and partaking of alE its qualities. 
To change your style ia to change your mode of think- 
ing ; nay, to change the kind of matter that you will 
allow to come into your mind. All those characteristicB 
of De Quincey's mind that have been enumerated repro- 
duce themselves, therefore, as characteristics of his style, 
and may be observed and studied afresh under that name. 
Hence, too, an excellency in him that ought to be found 
in every writer who ranges over any considerable variety 
of subjects — to wit, a versatility of style, a change in the 
character of the wording and the syntax, from the simple 
and plain to the richer and more involved, answering to 
every change in the matter, mood, or purpose. To writo 
always in an easy conversational style means never to 
allow anything to come into the mind that coold not be 
generated in the course of easy conversation with a friend 
or two — which, as friends now go, would be hard news 
for philo30phy,_poetry, and a few other things that are 
coniidefed not unimportant ; to try to write always like_ 
~G6Td smith or Charles Lamb means to beg to Lave your 
mind taken back and re-melted into the precise mouldjif _- 
Goldsmith's or Charles Lamb's — whicL might be an ei- 
ctange"Ih your favour, bat is impossible; to write always 
in good old Saxon English and eschew Latin and Greek 
words means to abstain from traffic with all objects and 
notions that have come into the cognisance of the English 
intellect since the time of King Harold, or else to make 
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^onnelf » icarccrow and laughing -fttoi^k, and f<n%wear 
■omo (if the n(ibl<!»t glories of yoar composite nationality, 
by rig;K'"K yoiireclf up in im^ined equivalenta from the 
vockbiilary of Oedric and Ciarth the strincbcrd. All the 
Mtno, while there ought to be this expectation of variety 
in the stylo of a writer, according to his subject and pnr- 
pofo, it remain« true that every writer has, on the whole, 
a Ktylo of hiH own. He is disceruible from others by his 
style, jimt un, aud juot because, he is discernible from 
otheni by the total contour of that combination of mental 
qualition wliich i» called Iiih genius. Like most other tra- 
ditioniil and timo-honoured distinctions, the distinction 
botwoea thought and style is practically valuable; it ia, 
indeed, indispensable in criticiam ; bnt the reason ia, that 
the iitudy of a writer's style is, in fact, one way, and the 
most obviouH way, of becoming minutely acquainted with 
his mental ruHouruos and processes. Style is mental be- 
haviour from moment to moment; and, if it involves such 
a thing as a self-imposed rule or rhythm, then that rule or 
vhythm is itself u function of the mind that imposes it, 
contents included as well as habits. 

The atylu of Du Quincey, as might be expected, is pre- 
vailingly iiilclleclunl. There is nothing tempestuous in 
itj'wo are not hurried along by any excess of rage or 
other Buiinaling passion. Even when his pathos or his 
footing of the mysterious and sublime is at its highest, 
and the strain accordingly becomes most lyrical, we are 
awitra of the prcseuco of a keen intellectual perceptive- 
noM, an artistic si^lf-posscssion, a power of choosing and 
reasoning among different means towards a desired eSect. 
It is a beautiful style, uniquely De Quincey's, the charac- 
teristio of which, in ita more level and easy specimens, is 
iat«llootual niuiblcnoBs, a light predsiou and softness of 
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spring, while in the higher Bpecimens, where the moTe- 
ment becomes more involved and intricately rhythmics], 
there is still the same sense of a leisurely intellectual iv 
Htinct, rather than glow and rapture, as regulating the 
feat If one could fancy such a thing as a flow of ivy or 
other foliage, rich, soft, and glancing, but not too deniic, 
advancing quietly over a snrface and covering it equably, 
but with a power of shooting itself rapidly to selected 
points and pinnacles, that might be an iraatje of De Quin- 
cey's langu^e overspreading a subject. It moves quietly, 
enfolding all it meets with easy grace, and leaving a vest- 
ore pleasantly soft and fine, rather than gaudily- varied or 
obtrusive; but it can collect itself into rings of over- 
growth, or shoot into devices and festoons. Very often, 
when the subject is simple, when it is an ordinary piece 
of description or explanation that ia on hand, the phras- 
ing is familiar and colloquial, with short and simple sen- 
tences to correspond, tliough even then with n scholarly 
tact for neatness and accuracy, a quest of liveliness and 
elegance, and a wonderful power of alighting on the exact 
word thiit is fittest. The tendency of De Quincey, how- 
ever, as all know, is to subjects of a recondite order, and 
to tbe recondite in all subjects; and hence what is usually 
remembered as De Quincey'a style is that style of mora 
stately complexity, with long evolutions and harmonies of 
tnd free resort to all the wealth of the Latin ele- 
j our tongue, of which his more elaborate writings 
are examples. On this subject of the " elaborate " style a 
quotation from himself, reflecting on the style of Hazlitt 
and Charles Lamb, may be relevant : 

" Huzlitl was not eloquent, because he was diBconlinuous. No mui 
can be eloquent nhoec thoughta nee abrupt, insulated, capricioUEj, and 
(to borTow an iiupressiTe word from ColeridgB) udq- Bunnacioua 
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Bloqnenoe rtaides not in separate or fntcdonai! idefti, but in the rela- 
tionB of manifold ideu, uid in tbe mode of their evolatioD from eavh 
othpr. It ia Dot, indeed, enough IbU the irle&H shuatd be masir, snd 
their relations cuberent ; the niaiu cotiditioa lies in the ibnr of tbe 
evolution, in the Cam of the succession. Tbe elements are □□thing 
without tbe atmosphere that moulds, and tbe djuomic forces that 
Oomhine. Now, Hazlitt's brilliancy is H«n chiefly in separate Hplin- 
tcringt of phnse or image, which throw upon the eye a vitreous scin- 
tillation for a moment, but spread no deep HuSuaions of colour, and 
dixlrihutc no masses of mighty shadow. A Hash, a solitary flash, and 
all is gone. . . . Qailitt's thoughta were of the same fractured and 
discontinuous order as his illustratire images — seldom or nerer self- 
dilluaiTo; and that ia a sufficient argument that be bad never oolti- 
vatcd pliilosopbic Ihinbing. . . . We are bound to aclcnowledge that 
Lamb thought otherwise on this point, manifesting what seemed to 
na an eitruva^Dt admlratioa of Hazlitt, and perhaps Kven in part 
for that very glitter which we are denouncing; at least be did so in 
ttonrersation with ourselves. But, on the other band, as this conver- 
■ation travelled a little into the tone of a disputation, and our froet 
Wt this point might seem to justify some undue fervour by way of 
balance, it is very possible that Lnuib did not speak hia absolute and 
dispassionate judgment. And yet again, it be did, may we, with slU 
reverence for Lamb's eKqui^lte genius, have permission to say that 
hli own intellect sinned by this ver; habit of discontinuity F ... Ha 
himself, we fear, not bribed by indulgent feelings to another, not 
moved by friendship, but by native tendency, shrank from the con- 
tinuous, from the sustained, from the elalnrate. The elaborate, ia- 
deed, without which much truth and beauty must perish in germ, 
was by name the object of hia invectives. The instaneca are many, 
in his own beautiful essays, where be literally collapses, literallj 
duks away from openings suildeuly offering tbelDBGlvea to Sight* 
of pathos or solemnity in direct prosecution of bis own theme. On 
any such summons, where an ascendiug impulse and an nutired pinion 
e required, lie rcfina himself (to use military language) invaiw- 
bly. The least olwerring reader of Elia cannot have failed to noUoe 
that his most felicitous passages always accomplish their drcuit in a 
The gyration within which bis sentiment wheels, no 
malti.-r of what kind it may be, is always the shortest posuble. It 
does not prolong ileelf, it does not repeat itself, it does nut propagata 
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Itself. , . . We oui'seWes, occnpying Ihe very Btation of polar oppo- 
BitioD Ki that of Lamb, b^g as morbidly, perhaps, in the one excess 
as be in the other, naturally detected this omission in Lamb's natiire 
at an early stage of our acqiuantonce. Not tha fumed Begulua, with 
hia eyelids torn away, and hla uncurtained eyeballa exposed to the 
uooatide glare of a Curthaginian bus, could have shrieked with more 
SD^isli of recoil from torture than we from certain sentences and 
periods in which Lamb perceived no fault at all. Pomp, in our ap- 
prehension, was an idea of two categories ; the pompout might be 
Bparious, but it might also lie genuine. It is well to love the simple — 
us love it; nor is there any opposition at all between thai and the 
very glory of pomp. But, as we once put the case to Lamb, if, as amu- 
aician, bs the leader of a mighty orchestra, you had this theme offer- 
ed to you, ' Belshazxar the king gave a great feast to a thousand of 
bis lords,' or tliis, 'And on a certain day Marcus Cicero stood up, 
and in a set apeeeh rendered thanks to Caius Ctcsar for Quintus Li- 
garius pardoned and Uarous Marcellus restored,' surely no man would 
deny that in suoh a case simpliaity, though in a passive sense not law- 
fully absent, must stand aside as totally iaaulBcienl for tlie poiitive 

A great deal of De Quiacey's best and most characteristic 
writiDg is in the stately and elaborate style hero described, 
the style of sustained splendour, of prolonged wheeling 
and Hoaring, as distinct from the style of crackle and brief 
glitter, of chirp and short flight. This is precisely on ac- 
count of the exalted and intricate nature of his meaning 
and feeling in tliose cases; and, if some readers there fall 
off from him or dislike him, it is because they themaelveB 
are deficient in wing and sinew. For those who do adhere 
to him and follow him in hia passages of more involved 
and sustained eloquence there are few greater pleasures 
possible in modem English prose. However magnificent 
the wording, there is always such an exact fit between it 
and the amount and shape of the ander-fliictuating thought, 
Uiat aaapicion of inflation or bombast anywhere never oc- 
onra to one. The same presence everywhere of a vigilant 
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intellect appears in tbe peifGct logical articulation of » 
tence witb sentence and of clause with clause ; while ths 1 
taste of the teolinical artist appears eijuaily in the study of ] 
minute optical coherence in tbe imagery and in tbe fastid~ 
ions care for fine sound. In this last qaality of style — to 
which, in its lowest degree, Bentham gave the name of 
jiTonundability, insisting most strenuonaiy on its impor- 
tance in all writing — De Quincey is a master. Such was 
the delicacy of his ear, however, that mere prontinctaiiYity 
was not enough for him, and masieal beauty hod to be 
superadded. Once, writing of Father Newman, and hav- 
ing described hira as " originally the ablest son of Pusey- 
isai, but now a powerful architect of religious philosophy 
on bis own account," be interrupts himself to explain that 
he might have ended tbe sentence more briefly by substi- 
tuting for the last nine words the single phrase " mastar- 
bttilder," hut that his ear could not endure " a sentence 
ending with two consecutive trochees, and each of those 
trochees ending with the same syllable er." He adds, 
"Ah, reader! I would the gods had made thee rhythmical, 
that thou migbtest comprehend the thousandth part of 
my labours in tbe. evasion of cacopboDy." Tbe last 
phrase, " the evasion of cacophony," is an instance of an- 
other of De Quincey's verbal habits in his more elaborate 
writing — his deliberate choice now and then of an un- 
nsnaliy learned combination of Latin or Greek or other 
polysyllabic words. Often, as in the present instance, it is 
a whim of mere humour or self-irony. Often, however, it 
is from a desire to be esact to his meaning and to leave 
that meaning indissolubly associated with the word or 
phrase that does most closely express it. Occasionally, as 
when he speaks of " the crepuscular antelnean worship " of 
the Essenes, or of a sentence aa being liable to "a whole 
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nosology of malconfonnations," or of the itnportatioc at- 
tached to the mystery of baptism among onr forDfatbers 
as " shown by the multiplied ricochets through which it 
irapreased itself apon their vocabalnry," it will depend on 
the temper and the intellectnal alertness of the reader at 
the moment whether the phrase is accepted or voted need- 
lessly quaint and abstruse; but most of his Lattnisms or 
other neologisius do recommend themselves as at once 
luminous and tasteful, and it is hardly to them that excep- 
tion ia taken by his most severe critics. They object rath- 
er to certain faults to which he is liable in those portions 
of his writings where he affects the brisk and popular. 
By a kind of reaction from his other extreme of stateli- 
noss, he is then apt to be too familiar and colloquial, and 
to help himself to slang and kitchen -rhetoric. He will 
apeak of a thing as " smashed " — which is too violent for 
the nerves of those who cannot bear to see a thing " smash- 
ed," but prefer that it should be "broken in pieces" or 
"reduced to fragments;" he will interject such an excla- 
mation as " crimini !" — which is unpardonable in sedate 
society ; he will take the Jewish historian Joscphus by the 
button, address him as "Joe" through a whole article, and 
give him a black eye into the bargain — which is positive- 
ly profane. In most aoch cases one does not ace why 
De Quincey should not have the same liberty as Swift or 
Thackeray; but it must he admitted that sometimes the 
joke is feeble and the slang unpleasant. In excuse one has 
to remember that a magazine-writer is often driven to 
shifts. And, slips of taste in the vocabnlary discounted, 
how many magazine- writers will compete with De Quincey 
in the accuracy, the disciplined accuracy, of his grammar? 
His pointing in itself is a testimony to the logical clearnesa 
of his intellect ; and I have found no single recurring fault 
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of BTDtax in bis strle, unless it be in bis sanctioD of a very 
tjaestionable nse of the Engtisti participle. " No Christian 
state could be mach in advance of another, tuppoang that 
Popery opposed do barriers to free commanicatioD," is an. 
example of a frequent coDstraction with De Qnincey, 
which I wish he had avoided. As he has not, the benefit 
of his authority may be claimed for that apparent slovenli- 
ness of an anrelated or tnisrelated participle which, by some 
fiction of an elliptical case^bsolute, or of transmutation of 
the participial form into a conjanction or adverb, passes as 
consistent with the free genius of our nninflected language. 
Bnt it jars on a classic sense of grammar, and is wholly 
nnnecessary.' 

' For ft minate and inetmctive sindy of the mecbanlam of Da J 
QiuDceT'^ sljle. I ma; refer to ProfesBor IGato's Mamal of Eii^iitk t 
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OLA88IFIOATIOH AND REVIEW. 

How are De Quincey's writiogB to be classified J His own 
classificatiot], propoaitded in the General Fceface to the 
edition of his Collected Works, wna to the effect that they 
might be distributed roughly into three sorts— j?m(, those 
papers of fact and reminiscence the object of which was 
primarily to amase the reader, thongh they might reach to 
a higher interest, e. if., the Autobiographic Sketches ^ mc- 
tmdly, essays proper, or papers addressing themselves pure- 
ly or primarily to "the understanding as an insulated 
faculty," e.g., The Mssmes, Tlie Ctesara, and Cicero; and, 
thirdly, ^B.t "far higher class of compositions" which 
might bo considered as examples of a very rare kind of 
" impassioned prose," e. g., lai^e portions of The Confes- 
I of an Opium-eater and the sopplementary Suspiria 
; Profundi!. This classification, thongh not quite the 
as Bacon's division of the "parts of learning" (by 
» he meant "kinds of literature") into History, or 
rsture of Memory; Philosophy, or the Literature of 
J and Poetry, or the Literature of Imagination, is 
nivalent. Hence, an Bacon's classification is 
i scientific and searching, and also the most fa- 
e shall be pretty safe in adopting it, 
bfiaincey's writings into : (I.) Writings of 
""■iscriptive, Biographical, and Historical 
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Writings; (II.) Speculative, Didautic, and Critical Writ- 
ings ; (III.) Imaginative WritiDgs and Prose-Poetry, It 
is necessHr;, above all tbings, to premise tbat id De Quin- 
cey tbe tbree Borts of writing sbade eontiouallj into each 
other. Wbere this difficulty of the oonatant blending of 
kinds in one and the samo paper is not met by tbe obvi- 
ous preponderance of one of the kinds, it may be obviated 
by naming some papers in more divisions than one. With 
that understanding, we proceed to a classified synopsis of 
Do Qnincey's literary remains: 

L Dkscriptivb, BioORAPeiCAL, and Historical, 

The writings of this class may be enumerated and sub- 
divided as follows : 

L Autobiographic ; — Speciallj of thia kind are 77<e Con/eniong of 
am Englah OjAmn-taUr and the Avic^!ogi-aphiQ Skeieha ; but auto- 
biographic matter is diBperncd tbroiigh other papers. 

IL BioaRAPeic Sektches or Pehsons Known to the Author: — 
Some such are included in the anlJibi'igraphic writings ; but distinct 
papers of the kind are BecolUclumt of the LoJst FotU, or Stelcka of 
Coleridge, Wordgaorlh, and Soiiihei/, and the articlei entitled Coleridge 
and Opivm-eaiinff, Charla iamb, ProfetBor Wilson, Sir William Ham- 
Utoa, Waiting Sletatri, Nole on HadiU, and Dr. Farr, or WhiggiMn 
in iii ReSatiani to IJieralure. All these papers are partly critical. 
Several papers of the same sort tbat appeared in magazines faave 
not been reprinted in the Collective Britiah Edition. 

ni Othkb BioaoiPHic Sketches: — ShaJapeare (in VoL XV.), 
MiUon (in Vol. S.), Pope (in Vol. XV.), RitMrd Bmlley, Percy Sg»i/ie 
SheUey, Tlui MarqaU Welieileg, Liat Dayv of Inanan-ad Kant (a digeat 
from the German), Lemng, Herder, Ooethe (in Vol. XV,), Sehilla: 
^leie also include crilidam with bii^aph;. 

rV. HiaTORic*!. Sketohzb ajto Dksohiptiobb: — Homer and lAe Ho- 
meritla^Philoiupliiiof Hervdoiu*, ToUede of lite HebreiB Lady {iiabmo- 
logical), The Casmn (in six cliapters, fonutng the greater part of ToL 
IX), Charlemagne, Revolt of Ihe Tartars, The Retiolution of Greece, 
Modem Greece, Ceylon, China (a little easay on the Cbineee cbsrac 
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ter, with Uluatmlions), Modem BupfnHlUm, Anecdnlage, fWnch and 
BngliA MiBtntra, AecowU of the Williama Afurdert (the poilscripl lo 
"Murder Ooneidered aa One of tbe Fine Arts"). In the same Bub- 
olaxd wo vould include the tno unportiLnt papers entitled Jlheloric 
and Sitfle; fer, though to a considerable extent critical and didaetio, 
tbe; are, deapite their titles, chieflj aurrejs of Literarj Historj. 

V. HiBTORicAL Sfeodlatiohb kuD RiSEiBOBEs 1 — lu tbls claBB may 
be included Cicero, The Camtatry of Homan Meals, Greea Wider Iht 
Romarta, Judaa Itetxriot, Tbe Eesenet, The Pa^an Oraetes, Secret Socie. 
fta, Sitlorico-critical Jitgairy inio the Oriffin f ' Oie Boiicruciaat ani 
fi^anaiOTa, ^liiu Lamia. 

The two Autobiographic Tolumes, and the volame of 
Reminiscences of Coleridge, Wordsworth, and Southey, 
are among the beat known of De Qnincey'a writings. 
Among the other biographic sketches of persons known 
to him, Ohartes Lamb, Walking Stewart, and Dr. Parr are 
those of the highest merit — the last very severe and satir- 
ical, but full of interest and of marked ability. Of the 
other biographic sketches the ablest and most interesting 
by far is Richard Beiilley, a really splendid specimen of 
biography in miniature. The Encyclopffidia article on 
Shakspeare, though somewhat thin, deserves notice for 
the perfection of ite proportions as a summary of what is 
essential in our information respecting Shakspeare's life. 
It is not yet supcrannnated. The similar article on Pop« 
is interesting as an expression of De Quincey's generous 
admiration all in all of a poet whom he treats very severe- 
ly in detail in some of his critical papers ; and it is rare 
to meet so neat and workman-like a little curiosity as the 
paper on The Marquis Wellesley. Of the personal sketch- 
es of eminent Glermans, that entitled The Last Days of 
Immanuel Kant, though it is only a translated digest from 
a German original, bears the palm for delicious richnesB 
of anecdote and vividness of portraiture, De Qnincey'a 
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credit in it, except la so far ae lie shaped and cbangcd and 
infused life while translating (whicb was a practice of bis), 
rests on the fact that lie was drawn to the subject by his 
powerful interest in Kant's philosophy, and conceived the 
bappy idea of such a mode of creating among his coun- 
trymen a personal afleotion for the great abstract thinker. 
Borne of the other German skeLches, especially Leaxir^ and 
Herder, have the same special merit of being early and 
nseful attempts to introduce some knowledge of German 
thought and literature into England ; but tbe Goethe, on 
all accounts, is discreditable. It e:ifaibits De Qnincey at 
about his very worst; for, though raising the estimate of 
Goethe's genius that had been announced in the earlier 
critical paper on his "Wilhelm Meister," it retains some- 
thing of the malice of that paper. 

When we pass to the papers of historical description it 
is hardly & euiprise to find that it is De Qcincey's ten- 
dency in such papers to run to disputed or momentous 
" points " and concentrate the attention on those. A mag- 
azine paper did not afford breadth of canvas enough for 
complete historical representation under such titles as he 
generally chose. No exception of the kind, indeed, can 
be taken to his Revolt of the Tartars, which is a noble 
effort of historical painting, done with a sweep and breadth 
of poetic imagination entitling it, though a history, to rank 
also among his prose-phantasies. Nor docs the remark ap- 
ply to the Account of the Williams Murders, which beats 
for ghastly power anything else known in Newgate Calen- 
dar literature. But the tendency to " points " is shown in 
most of the other papers in the same sub-class. Among 
those The Pkiloaopky of Herodotus may be mentioned for 
its singularly fine appreciation of tbe Grecian father of 
history, and Modem Greece for its amusing and humorous 
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instructiveneBs. Rhetoric and Style are among De Quin- 
CGy's greatest performances ; an^, tLongh in them too, con- 
aidered as sketehea of Literflry History, the strength rans 
towards points and specialities, the titles declare that be- 
forehand and indicate what the specialities are. The Ca- 
Bars is, undoubtedly, his most ambitious attempt, all in all, 
in the historical department; and he set great store by it 
himself ; but it cannot, I think, take rank anjong bis high' 
est productions. There are striking passages and sugges- 
tions in it; bat the general effect is too hazy, many of the 
parts are hurried, and none of the charactci's of the Em- 
perors stands out with convincing distinctness after that 
of Julius Ciesar. 

Few authors are so difficult to represent by mere ex- 
tracts aa De Quincey, so seldom does he complete a matter 
within a short space. The following, however, may pass 
as specimens of him in the descriptive and historical de- 
partment. The second is excellent and memorable : 
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"Nobodv UDDOunced bim; and we were loft to collect his nanie 
from his dress and his converaation. Hence it happened that for 
some time I nas disposed to question with mjaelf wliether this might 
not be Mp.Bobua even {little aa it conid be supposed to resemble Aim), 
rather than Dr. Parr, so much did be contradict all my rational pre- 
conceptions. 'A man,' said I, 'vho has iiifliiltcd people so outra- 
geously ought not tfl bavQ done this in single reliance upon his pro- 
fessional protections : a brave man, and a man of honour, would bet's 
have curried about with bim, in his manner and dopurtment, some 
such language aa this : " Do not think that I shelter mvself under mv 
gown from the natural conaequettcea of the affronts I offer: mortal 
combats I am forbidden, sir, as a, Christi.in minister, ta engage in ; 
but, as I find it impossible to refrain from occasional licence of 
tonjpie, I am very willing to fight a few rounds in a ring with anj 
gentleman who fancies bimselF ill-used." ' Let me not be misunder. 
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stood ; I do not contend tbat Dr. Fkit eboald often, or regnlarlj, h&re 
offered this species of BstiafUction. But I do insist upon it — lb«t no 
man Rboiild hnvc given the very bighest aort of provocation so wan- 
tonly ae Dr. Pair ia rMKirded to have cJoDe, unless eongcioua thtLt, in a 
lut eitremitj, be hub readj, like a bntve uiun, to unilcrtako a, short 
torn-up, in a private room, with anj peraon whalaoever whom he had 
inauhed past endurajice. A doctor who had so often templed (whidi 
U a kind way of aajing had merited) a cudgelling ought himaelf to 
have had some ability to cudgel. Dr. Johnson assuredly would have 
kcted on that principle. Had volume the second of that same fotio 
with which he floored Osbum happened to lie ready to the prostrate 
man's graap, nobody can suppose that Johnson would have disputed 
Osbum's right to retaliate ; in which case a regular euoceBBton of 
rounds would have been established. Considerations anch as these, 
and Dr. Parr's uadeuiahle reputation (granted even bj his most ad- 
miring biographers) as a sanguinary ilagellator through his long 
career of pedagogue, had prepared nie — nay, entitled me — to eipect 
in Dr. Parr a huge carcase of a mao, fourteen atone at the least. 
Hence, then, my surprise, and the perplexity I have lecorded, when 
the door opened, and a little man, in a moBt plebeian wig, ... cut 

bis way through the company, and made for a/anieiiil Blinding op- 
posite the fire. Into tliis he hmged; and then forthwith, without 
preface or apology, began to open his talk upon the room. Here 
arose a new marvel, and a greater. If I had been scandalized at Dr. 
Parr's want of thews and bulb, conditioos so indispensable for »i- 
MjUttg the part of Sam Johnson, much more, and with better reawra, 
was I now petrified with his voice, utterance, gestures, demeanour. 
Conceive, reader, by way of counterpoise to the fine classical pronna- 
(nation of Dr. Johnson, an infantine lisp — the worst I ever heard — 
from the lipe of a man above aiity, and accompanied with all sorts 
of ridiculous grimaces and little stage gesticulations. As he aat in 
his chair, turning alternately io the right and to the left, that ha 
night distribute his edification in equal proportions amongst ua, he 
seemed the very image of a little French gossiping abb6. Yet alt I 
have mentioned was, and seemed to be, a trifie by comparison with 
the infinite pettiness of his matter. Nothing did he utter but little 
Hhreda of calumnious tattle, the most ineffably silly and frivolous of 
all that was then circulating in the Whig mlom of London against 
the fiegeot ... He began precisely in these words : 'Oh I I shall tell 
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;ou ' (laying s. slrees npon the word shall, which Etill further nided 
Ibo resembUncc to a FrcaohtnaD) 'a Bto-hee' (lispiDglj for Btoi?) 
'about the Viaae Wegent' (such w&a his nearest appro limation lo 
Frince Regenl). ' Oh, the FLnue Wegent I the Pince Wtgent ! wb»t 
a sad Piuoe Wegent!' And bo Che old babbler went on, BomedmeB 
wringing his haotla in Umeulation, Bometimes flouriehing them with 
French grimaces and shrugs of shoulders, sontetimea expanding and 
coDtracting big fingers liJie a fan. After an hour's twaddle of this 
scandalous doseription, suddenly he ruse, and helped out of the room, 
exclairoiiig all the waj, 'O/i, mhaC a Pince/ Oh, tuAui a W^enil Ii 
a a W^cni, is U a Pince, that y<m caR thix manf Oh, mhal a tad 
Pince! DtdanjfbodyeverhtarofnKhaiadl'ineef — muJiaead Wa- 
gent—ituJt a sad, and Pinct IV V™' ^ ^^i "'hat a Pinct P dc, da capo. 
Not without indignation did 1 exclaim lo myself, on this winding up 
of the scene, 'And so this, then, this lithping slandennonger, and re- 
tailer of gossip fit rather for washer-women over their Ua than for 
Bcholare and statesmen, is the champiun whom his party would pro- 
pound as the adequate antagonist of Samuel Juhnaon ! Faugh \' . . , 
Such was my first iuterview with Dr. Parr ; such its issue. And now 
let me explain my drift in thus detailing its circumtitances. Some 
people will say the drift was donbtiess to exhibit Dr. Parr in a disad- 
vantageous light — as a pet^ goesiper and a man of mean personal 
appearance. No, by no means. Far from iC I, that write tliis pnpe^ 
have myself a mean personal appearance; and I love men of mean 
appearance. ... Dr. Parr, therefore, lost uothing in my esteem bj 
showing a meauish uxttrlor. Yet even tliis was worth mentioning 
and bad a, value in reference to my present purpose. I lite Dr. 
Parr; I may say even that I love liim , for some noble quahties of 
heart that realty did beloug to him, and weie continually breaking 
out in the midst of his singular infirmities. But tliis, or a far nobler 
moral character than Dr. Parr's, can offer no excuse for giving a falsa 
elevation to his intellectual pretensions, and raising him to a level 
which he will be found incapable of keeping when the props of par- 
tial friandahip are withdrawn." — W1jrjta,V. 3ft-43. 
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tiut BBch of these brilliant clusters had gathered sBpftnitely about 
that man as their central pirot who, even apart from this relation to 
thp literature, was otherwise the leading spirit gf bis age. . . . Who 
were tbej? The one was Fericles, the other was AtKXANDEa or 
Mackdon. Except Thezuistoclea, who maj be ranked as senior to 
Fencles b; one generaUon (or thirty -three jears), in the whole deduc- 
tion of Grecian annals no other public man, statesman, captain-gen- 
eral, administrator of the national resources, can be mentioned oa 
approaching to these two men in Eplendour of reputation, or even 
in real merit. I^iatratus was too far back ; Alcibiades, who might 
(cbroDologically speaking) have been the son of Pericles, was too un- 
Bt«ad; and (according to Mr. Coleridge's coinage) ' onreliable,' or per- 
haps, in muro correct English, too ' unrdj/uponable,' Tlius far our 
purpose prospers. No man can pretend (o forget two sucli centres 
as PerieleB for the elder group, or Alexander of Maoedon (the ' strong 
he-goat' of Jewish prophecy) for the junior. Rouud these two_^ici, 
in two different but adjacent centuries, gathered tbe total starr; 
heafens, tbe galaiy, the Pantheon of Grecian intellect. . . . That we 
may still more scierely search the retatioos in all points between the 
two systems, let us assign the chronological loan of each, because 
that will furnish another element towards the exact distribution of 
the chart reprcscotiog the motion and tbe oscillatiooa of bmnao 
getiius. Pericles had a rerj long administration . He was Prime- 
minister of Athens for upwards of one entire generation. He died 
in IJie year 42B before Christ, and ia a very early stage of that great 
Pcloponncsian war which was tlie one sole intestine war for Greece^ 
affecting every nook and angle in the land. Now, in this long public 
life of Pericles, we are at liberty to fix on ani^ year as his chronolog- 
ical lociu. On good reasons, not called for in this place, ve fix on 
the year 444 before Chriat. This is too remarkable to be forgotten. 
.FituT, fmtr, foitr, what in some games of cards ia called a 'priid ' 
(we presume, by an elision of tbe first rowel, for panat), forms an era 
which no man can forget It was the fifteenth year before tbe death 
of Ferielefl, and not far fram the bisecting year of bis political life. 
Now, passing to the other system, tbe locvi of Alexander ia quite as 
remarkable, aa little hable to be forgotten when once indicated, and 
more easily detennined, because selected from a narrower range of 
choice. Tbe exact chronological loc«a of Alexander is 333 yeara be- 
fore Christ, Everybody kuowa how brief was the career of this great 
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mau: it termiDated in tho year 3S3 before Christ. But the annua 
mirahilis at liis public life, tlie most effective and productive year 
throtighout his Oriental aniibtisia, was the jear SSii before Christ. 
Here we have another 'prial,' a prial of (hresB, for the loeiu of Alex- 
ander, if properly corrected. Thus far the elements are settled, the 
cbronolo^cal longitude and latitude of the two great planelnrj BjB- 
tema into ntiich the Greulc iiteraCure breaks up and di9tribut«a itaelf : 
444 and 338 are the two central years for the two systems ; allowiag, 
therefore, an interspace of 111 years between tiie/ofi of each. . . , 
Passing onwards from Pericles, you find that all the rest in hii sys- 
tern were men in the highest sense creadve, absolutely Betting tha 
very first example, each in his particular walk of composition ; them- 
aelres without previous models, and yet destined every man of them 
to become models for all after-generations; themaelvea without fa- 
thers or mothers, and yet having all posterity for their children, 
tlrst come the three men diviai epirilKs, under a heavenly aEBatus, 
.fschylus, Sophocles, Euripides, the creators of Tragedy out of a vil- 
lage raunmiery; next comes AristDphHUBS, who breathed the breath 
of life into Comedy ; then comes the great philosopher, Auaiagoros, 
K-bo first theorized successfully on man and the world. Kuxt come, 
whether great or not, the Still more faaaow philosophers, Socrates, 
Plato, Zenophon; then comes, leuuiug upon Pericles, as sometimes 
Pericles leaned upon kirn, the divine artist, Phidias ; and behind this 
immortal man walli Herodotus and Thucydides. What a procession 
to Eleusis would these men have formed I what a frieze, if some great 
artist could arrange it as dramatically as Cliaucvr hits arranged the 
I^grimage Co Canterbury 1 . . . Now, let us step on a hundred yean 
forward. We are now within hail of Aleiauder, and a brilliant con- 
History of Grecian men that is by whicli lie is surrounded. There are 
now eiquisile masters of the more refined comedy; there are, again, 
great philosophers, for all the great schools are represented by able 
successors ; aud, above all others, tliere is the one philDaopber who 
played with men's minds (according to Lord Bacon's comparison) aa 
freely as ever his princely pupi! with their persons — there is Aris- 
totle. There are great orators ; and, above all others, there is that 
oiat'ir whom succeeding generations (wisely or not) have adopted as 
the repreaentadvB name for what is conceivable as oratorical perfec- 
tion — there is Demosthenes, Aristotle and Demosthenes are in 
themselves bulwariis of power; many hosts lie in those tn'o names. 
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For artists, sgain, to range agaiiiEt PIiidisB, there is Lysippoa Ihe 
sculptor, nnd there is Apellcs the painter; for great captuns and 
masters of strategic art, there is Alexander himself, with a glil- 
taring ooriigt ot general offlcers, well qualified to wear thu crowoa 
which ihcf will win, and to head the dpiiLBties whicb thej will fouod. 
HiBtorianB there are now, as in that former age ; and, upon the whole, 
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Before companng the second 'deposit' (geologically spvaking) of 
Grecian geniuB with the flrat, let us consider what it was (if anything) 
that connected them. Here, reader, ve would wish to put a queatkm. 
Baring joiir preseaoe, Did you ever see what is called a dumb-bell* 
We have ; and know it b; more painful evidence than that of sight. 
Ton, therefore, O reader 1 if persoimllj cognisuiit of dumb-bulk, we 
will remind, if not, we will inform, that it is a cylindrical bar of iron 
or lead, iasoing at each end in a globe of the same mttal, and ustuUlj 
it is sheathed in green baize. . . . Now, reader, it is under this ima^ 
of the dnmb-bell that we coucli uur allegory. Those globea at each 
end are the two STKtoms or separate clusters of Greek literature; 
and that cylinder whicb connectfl tbem is the long man that ran into 
each system, binding the two together. Who was that' Jl wiu 
IsDcrates. Grtat we canoot call him in conscience; and therefore, 
by way of compromise, we call him lasg, whitli, in one aenae, he cer- 
tainly was; for he lived through four-aiid-twenty OlyiDplads, eaoh 
containing four solar years. He narrowly escaped being a hundred 
years old ; and, though that did not carry him from centre to centre^ 
yet, as each system might be supposed to protend a radius each way 
of twenty j-ears, he had, iu fact, a full personal cognisauce (and pretty 
equally) of the two systems, remote as they were, which compoaed 
the total world of Grecian genius. . . . Now, then, reader, jon have 
arrived at that station from which you overlook the whole of Greek 
literature, as a few eiplanatjooa will soon convince you. Where is 
Homer ? where is Heaiod ? yon ask ; where is Pindar ? Homer and 
Heaiod lived 1000 years B.C., or, by the lowest computation, near 900. 
For anything that we know, they may have lived with Tubal Cain. 
At all events, they belong lo no power or agency that set in molioii 
the age of Fericlee, or that operated on tiiat age. Pindar, again, was 
a solitary emanation of some unknown influences, at Thebes, more 
than five hundred years before Christ. He may be referred to the 
same age as Fytbagoi'as. Tliese are all that can be cited be/ore Per' 
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idea, Kelt, for the iigea after Alemoder, it is oertun that Greece 
Proper wns eo much broken in spirit by Uie loss of ber autoDomj', 
dating from (hat era, as never again to have rallied sufficiently lo 
produce u single man of geniua— not one sulitarj' writer <rbo auted 
SB a power upon the national inind. CallimuciiuB waa nobody, and 
not decidedly Grecian. Tbeocritiia, a roan of real geciue in it limit- 
ed way, ia a Grecian in that sense only according 1o wbich an Anglo- 
AmericiLa ia aa Englishman. Besides (hat, one swallow does not 
make a Bitramor. Of any othor writers, above all othera of Meaau- 
der, apparently a man of divine genius, we possess only a few wrecks; 
and of AQHCreuB, who must have been a poet of original power, we 
do not uertainly know that wo have even any wrecks. Of those 
which pasH under his name not merely (he authorship, but tbc era, is 
very questionable indeed. Plutarch and Lucian, the unlearned read- 
er must underBland, both belong to puat-(fliristiaD ages. And, far 
all the Greek emigrants who may have vrrilten histories, such as we 
DOW value for their matter more than for their execution, one Bod all, 
they belong too much to Roman civilization that we should ever 
think of connecting them with native Greek literature. Folybius in 
the days of the seuond Scipio, Dion Cassius and Appian in the aome 
of Boman civility, are no more Oredan authors because they wrote 
in Greek than the Emperors Marcus Antoninus and Julian were other 
than Romans because, from monstrous coxcombry, they chose to 
write in Greek their barren memoranda," — Worii, X 242-255. 

It would be hopeless to seet to represent by extractB, 
even in tLis inadequnte fashion, t}]at very cbaracteristic 
portion of De Quinoey's writings of the generally histori- 
cal kind which we have called hla Historical Speculations 
and Researches. They must be read in their integrity. 
The Ccuuislry 0/ Roman Meals, Cicero, Judas Iscariot, The 
£ssenes, and The Pagan Oracles, may be especially recom- 
mended. They arc admirable specimens of his boldness 
and acnteneas in questioning received historical beliefs, 
and of his ingenuity in working ont novelties or para- 
doxes. The drift of The Casuistry of Roman Meals is 
that the Romans, and indeed the ancients generally, had 
M 8* 
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DO such regulaj meal early in the day as dot modem 
breakfast, and that a whole coil of important social con- 
aeqnencea depended on that one fact In Lis Cuxro ha 
propounds a view of his own as to tlie character of t! 
famous Roman orator and wit and ids function in t 
etm^Ie between Cnaar and Pompey- The paradox 
Judas Iscariot is, that Jadas was not the Tnlgar traitor of I 
the popular conception, bat a headstrong fanatic, who, bar- I 
ing missed the tme apiritnal pnrport of Clirist'a mission, I 
and attached himself to Christ in the expectation of a 
litical revolatiou to be effected bj Christ's assamptioi 
a temporal kingship or championship of the Jewish nc^ 
had determined to precipitate matters by leaving Cbriat 1 
no room for hesitation or delay. In T/ie £ssent* the at- .1 
tempt is to show that there was no real or independent | 
sect of that name amon^; the Jew^ all the confusion to i 
the contrary baring originated in a rascally invention of ] 
the historian Josephos. In The Pagan Oraelet there ia a ] 
contradiction of the tradition of a sadden piaralvsis of tba [ 
Pagan ritual on the first appearance of Christianity, and I 
a castigation of the early Christian writers for having in- 
vented the pioDS lie. 

n. Speculative, Didactic, asd Cbitical. 

While a speculative and critical element is discernible 
in almost all the papers now dismissed as in the miun bi- 
- ographical or historical, and while some of the historical 
papers were regarded by De QnJDcev bimaelf as typical < 
examples of the specnlative essay, it is of a different set | 
of hia papers that oar classification obliges us to take a 
eoant under the present beading. They also fall into snb- 
di visions : 

I. McTATHTsicAi., PsTCHOLOGiCiL, ASD Ethical : — In thu Bnbdivi- 
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Bion, itself cumpoeile, but answering to wbat p&Eses under the oajne 
of PniLosoPHT in a geneml secae, maj be included tbe (oUoiring : 
Sijglem of the Heaiiaig at Hevealed bt/ Lord Rosiufs Teleampa ; Tarietis 
papers or portions of papers relating lo Kant, b. 3., part oi the Ld- 
ten lo a Young Man tehote ^ueatioK hat btea Nrghtded, the paper 
entitled KmU in hit Macella»eoua £iiia^, and the tianstation of Kaot'a 
Idea of a TJniatrsal Hutory on a CottnopoliliiHsl Flan : tbe ECrapa 
entitled Dreamvng and The Palirofteil of lAe Human Brain, m the 
" Sequel to the Conf esslonB of an English Opium-eater " (VoL iVl.) ; 
some of the scraps in the " Notes from the FockeC-book of a Late 
Opium-eater," e, j., On SaiaJe; and the article! entitled Flato't Se- 
public, Glance at the Works of Mackinlonh, Ciauittry, On War, Na- 
tional TempennKe Mooaiienlt, iVeseniw of Miiid, and The Joffgemaal 
ofSodalLife. 

IL Theoldoicil : — Prolealantum, Miradei as Subjectt of Testima- 
Bg, On Christianity at iBt Organ of Polilieal Moiiemenl, and Memorial 
ChrtmoUigg on a Nea ami more ApprthaaibU Sgtiem. This last, in- 
doded in Vol.JLVJ.,ia an unQniahed paper, poathutDOUBl; published 
from the author's manuscript; and it contains liltio more than a 
clever and humorous introducUon, in the form of an address tu a 
young ladj, irith the beginning of what was intended to be a piece 
of Bibhcal criticism. 

in. Enolibh PoLiTica : — A Tory't Acanmt of Toryitm, Wldg^ixm, 
and Radicalitm; On the Political Partia of Modem England; Fal- 
a^eatimt of English Hislory. 

rV. PouTiDiL EcONOui: — Logic of Politieal Eeonomy , Dtaloguei 
of Three Teinplart oa Polilieal Jfconomj ; the scraps entitled Mai- 
that and Meamire of Valtis in the " Notes from tho Pocket-book of & 
Late Opium>eater ;" and the article entitled Odifomia, 

V. LiTEBAKT Theokt asd Cbiticish : — The large essays entitled 
S/telorie and S/yle may be here noted again ; and there may be ae- 
sociated nitb them, as eipositioos of general literary theory, the Let- 
ter) to a YoiH^ Man lehote Education haa been N^leeUd, and the ar- 
ticle endtled Zanguage (which, despite the title, is really on Style), 
The more special articles of the same sort form a uamerous seriea. 
Arranged in the chronological order of their subjects, they are «a 
follows : Thtory of Greek Tragedy, The Antigone of Sophoctei, and 
The Thiian Sphinx; On the Knocking at the Gate in Madidh; the 
Bhort critical paper entitled Milton (in VoL VL), and the other cO' 
37 
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titled Jn/fon vemu Stmaej/ aitJ Zamhr (ia Tol.XI.); tlie Kview 
entitled ScUatir't UUmij Hi^oiy of At Eiphttmlh Century; Ihe 
two crilloal articles on Pope, entitled Alamder Pope (in VoL VllL} 
■nd Lord CarliiUt on Fopi (in Voi.Xlt.); the ardvEe Oliva- Oold- 
«nieA (slighll; biogTApbical, but chieSy critical); the paper on Car- 
Ifle's TnuislaiioD of Wilhelm Meiater, reprinted under the title Qoetht 
RfJUnrd in Aia Novd of WHMm MrvUer, with omission of the n 
nurba on tbe tranaUtor (in Vol Xn.); tlie aUtch John Paul Fred- 
rrick Aicif«r, prefixed to the translated "Analects from Richter" 
Vol SIII-); the eassj On WordtaorlKn Poetry; the Jfota on Oed- I 
■nn ofuJ FoMer, the slight little pap«r entitled Jo/m KeaU, and tbe I 
Nota oh' Wailtr Savagt Landar. To these may be added OrOio- \ 
graphic Maiiruxri, Thi Art of GmEerso/ton, the scrap WaUadiaoT, 
and one or two of the scraps called " Notes from tbe Pocket-book ' 
of a Late Opium-eater." 

To the harder varieties of Specnlative Philosophy, it 
will be observed, De Qiiincey has contributed lesa 
original kind than might Lave been expected from hiB 
known private paaaion for metaphysical studies. If we 
except bis System of the Heavens, which hints mctaphya~ 
ical idcna in the form of a splendid coamological vision, 
and bis Palimpsest of ike Human Brain, wliich ia fall of 
psychological suggestion, ho seems to have satisfied him- 
self in this department by reports from Eant and i 
mendationa of Eant to English attention. Tbe accuracy 
of some of his statements about Kant, and indeed of Mb 
knowledge of Kant, has beeu called in question of late ; 
but it remains to his credit that, in a singularly bleak Sind 
vapid period of the native British philosophizing, he bad 
contracted such an admiration, all in all, for the great 
German transcendentalbt. His translation of Kant's Idea 
of a Universal History was a feat in itself. That essay 
to this day the clearest argument for the possi- 
bility of a Science of History since Vico propounded the 
Seienza Nuova ; and to have perceived the importance of 
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sDch an cBssy in the year 1834 was to be in possession of 
a pMlosopLical notion of great vahe long before it was 
popnlar in Britsin, That De Quincey contented him- 
self so much with mere accounts of Eant personHlly, and 
literary glimpses of the DatoTC of his speculiitionE, may 
have been due to tbe fact that original pbilosophizing of 
the metaphysical and psychological kinds was not wanted 
in magazines and would not pay. He made amends, how- 
ever, as our list will have shown, by a considerable quan- 
tity of writing on subjects of Speculative Ethics. His 
best essay of this kind is that entitled Casuutry. It was 
a favourite idea of De Quincey's that Mora! Philosophy 
in recent times, especially in Protestant countries, has run 
too much upon generalities, avoiding too much those very 
cases of constant recurrence in life about which ditBculties 
are likely to arise in praclicai conduct. Accordingly, in 
this essay, there is a discussion of duelling and the laws 
of honour, the legitimacy of suicide, proper behaviour to 
servants, the limits of the rule of veracity, &.c., cfec, all 
with lively historical illustrations. In the paper O71 War 
the necessary permanence o£ that agency in the world is 
asserted strongly, and a certain character of nobleness and 
beneficence claimed for it. There is less of dissent from 
current philanthropy in the article on Temperance Move- 
Tttenls ; but it will not give entire satisfaction. The arti- 
cle on Plato's Repuhlic is a virulent attack upon a phil- 
osopher towards whom wo should have expected to see 
De Quincey standing in an attitude of disclpleship and 
veneration. This is owing chiefly to De Quincey's disgust 
with the moral heresies, in the matter of marriage and the 
like, on which Plato so coolly professes to found his im- 
aginary commonwealth ; and it is possible that, had he 
been treating Plato in respect of the sum total of his phil- 



17i DE QDINCEY. [ce 

osophic and literary merits, we shonld have bad a mi 
moTB admiring ostimate. As it is, one has to pity De 
Quincey rather than Plato in this unfortnnate interview. 
He looks as petulant and small in his attack on Plato as 
he did in his attack on Goethe. 

The expressly theological papers of Da Quincey, with 
passages innumerable through bis other writings, show 
that he took his stand on established Christian orthodoxy. 
He avowed his belief in a miraculous revelation from 
God to mankind, begun and continued in the history of 
the Jewish race, and consummated in the !ife of Christ 
and in the diffusion of Christianity by the Aposttea, As 
a reasoned piece of Christian apologetics bis answer to 
Hume's argument, entitled Miracles a» Subjects of Ttali- 
mony, does not seem to have won much regard from 
theologians, and, though very subtle, is certainly deficient 
in the homely quality which Dobbes called hite. Hia 
own religious faith, indeed, appears to have been very 
much of the nature of an inherited sentiment, independent 
of reasoning, and whieh he would not let reasoning 
disturb. In one respect, too, his theology was of what 
many theologians now would call a narrow and old- 
fashioned kind. There is no trace in him of that notion 
of a universal religious inspiration among the nations, and 
so of a certain respectability, greater or leas, in all mythol- 
ogies, which has been fostered by the modem science 
of religions. On the contrary, Christianity is with him 
the single divine revelatioQ in the world, and he thinks 
and speaks of the Pagan religions, in the style of the old- 
fashioned theology, as simply false religions, horrid re- 
ligions, inventions of the spirit of evil. How this is to be 
reconciled with his wide range of historical sympathy, 
and especially with hia admiration of the achievements 
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of the Greek intellect and the grandeur of the Romas 
character, it might be difficult to say. Probably it was 
becanse ho distinguished between those noble and ad- 
mirable developinenta which hamao nature could work 
oat for itself, and which therefore belong to humanity as 
BQch, and the more rare and spiritual possibilities which 
he belieyed actual rerclation had woven into the web of 
humanity, and which were to be regarded as gifts from 
the supernatural. At all events, the matter stands as haa 
been stated. In the same way, Mahomctaniam figures in 
his regard as of little worth, monotheistic certainly, and 
therefore superior to the Pagan creeds, but a spurious 
religion and partly stolen. Further, De Quincey's Chris- 
tianity declares itself aa deliberately of the Protestant 
species. With much respect for Roman Catholicism, he 
yet repudiates it as in great measure a corruption of the 
original system, which original system be finds reproduced 
in the Protestantism of the sixteenth century. His article 
entitled Protestantism is an exposition of his views in that 
matter, and ia altogether a very able and important paper. 
If he has seemed narrow hitherto in his philosophy of 
religion, here, once within the bounds of his Protestant- 
ism, and engaged in defining Protestantism, he becomes 
broad enough. " The self-sufBcingness of the Bible and the 
right of private judgment" are, he maintains, "the two 
great characters in which Protestantism commences," and 
the doctrines by which it distinguishes itself from the 
Church of Rome. Bound up in these doctrines, he main- 
tains, is the duty of absolute religious toleration ; and by 
this principle of absolute religious toleration, the right of 
the individual to think, print, and publish what he pleases, 
he abides with exemplary fidelity through all his writings, 
even while in sHimiBh with the free-thinkers for whonv 
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he has the strongest pcrsooal disgnst. But tMa is not 
all. He abjures Bihliolatry, or that kind of respect for 
tbe letter of the Bible wbicb is founded on the notion 
of verbal inspiration, denying it to be a necessary tenet 
of Protestantism, or to be possible, indeed, for any scbolai- 
ly nnderstanding. It is not only, he maintains, that the 
notion of literal or verbal inspiration is broken down at 
once by recollection of the corruptions of tbe original 
text of the Scriptures, their various readings, and the fact 
that it is only in translations that the Scriptures esist for 
the masses of mankind in all countries. He addresses 
himself more emphatically to the alleged palpable errors 
in the substance and teachings of the Bible, its violations 
of history and chronology, its inconsistencies with modem 
science. Here he refuses at once that method of recon- 
ciling science with Scripture which proceeds by torture 
of tests into meanings difEerent from those which they 
bore to the Hebrews or tbe Greeks who first read them. 
His bold principle is, that Science and the Bible cannot 
be reconciled in such matters, and that the desire to recon- 
cile them indicates a most gross and carnal misconception 
of the very idea of a divine revelation. The principle 
may be given in his own words: 

" It is an obligation resting upon the Bible, if it ia to be coneiatent 
witb itself, that it should re/We to teacb si^ieni^i a.nd, if tbe Bible 
ever had taught aiij ooe art, science, or process of life, it would have 
been asLed, Is u divine mission abandoned snddenl; far a huouui 
mission ? By nhat caprice ia this one science taugbl, and othera 
not? Or these two, sappose, and not ollf But an objectioD even. 
deadlier would have followed. It is clear as is the purpose of day- 
light that ibe whole body of the arts and sciences comprises one VHt 
machinery for the Irritation and development of the human intelled 
For this end they exist. To see God, therefore, descending Into the 
of sdence, and contending, as it were, for his own prUea, bf 
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teacbiiig science in the Bible, would be to tee him intercepting from 
their self-eTident deatiniLUon (vix., mui'a intellectual benefit) bis own 
problcmi b; solving them himaelf. No BpectBcle could more dis- 
honour the divine idea, could more injure man under the masb of 
uding hiuL TTu Bible miial not teach aniilhi'ng thai man am teach 
kinadf.' 

The revelation of the Old and New TeataiiientB is to be 
regarded, then, according to De Quincey, as a leaven of 
truths purely moral and spiritual, sent into the world by 
miracle precisely because man could never have found 
them out for himself, with a careful abstinence from any 
mixture of matter of ordinary knowledge in advance of 
what was already existent, and therefore with an adoption 
of all existing historical and scientific phrases and tradi- 
tions. Hence Bibliolalry, in the sense of a belief in the 
immaculate correctness of the language and statements 
of the Bible on all subjects whatsoever, was no tenet of 
genuine Christianity, secure as every Christian ought to 
be that, whatever changes of conception on such subjects 
as the antiquity of the human race, or the system of the 
physical universe, might come with the progress of the 
human intelligence, the supernatural leaven would im- 
pregnate them as tbey came, and go on working. In this 
doctrine, of which De Quincey seems to have meditated 
a particular application in bis unfinished papers entitled 
Memorial Chronology, he was substantially at one with 
Coleridge and Wordsworth. He was at one with them, 
too, in his affection for Church Establishments. In re- 
markable difference from his favourite Milton, who re- 
garded the incorporation of Church and State as the cause 
of the vitiation of the supernatural leaven in the worid, 
and scowled back with hatred on the Emperor Conatan- 
tine as the beginner of tliat mischief, De Quincey con- 
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fesaed to a special kindness for Constaotine, precisely be- 
cause tliat Emperor had conceived the idea of converting 
Christianity into a political agency. It was Conatantine 
who had carried Christian teaching into eSect in auch in- 
Btitutions as hospitals and public provision for the poor; 
and the prospects of the world for the fnturo were boand 
up with the possible extensions of the political influence 
of Christianity in similar directions. That is the subject 
of the essay entitled On Chrislianilj/ as an Organ of Po- 
litical Movement. In short, De Quinecy is to be remem- 
bered, in his religious relations, as a staunch Church-of- 
Bngland man of the broad school, not given to High- 
Chnrch sacerdotalism, though mith an aesthetic likiog in 
his own case for a comely ritual. 

In politics De Quincey was an English Tory. In the 
two papers entitled A Tory's Account of Toryism, WMff- 
gi»m, and Radicalism, and On the Political Parties of Mod- 
em England, be avows his partisanship, Toryism asserts 
itself also in the article on Dr. Parr, and tinges some of 
the other papers. It is interesting, indeed, to observe how 
much of the "John Bull element," as Mr, Page calls it, 
there was, all in all, in the feeble little man. His patriot- 
ism was of the old type of the days of Pitt and Nelson. 
He exulted in the historic glories of England and her im- 
perial ascendency in so many parts of the globe, and would 
have bad ber do battle for any ponctilio of honour, as read- 
ily as for any more visible interest, in her dealings with 
foreigners. He had a good deal of the old English anti- 
Gtallican prejudice ; and, though he has done justice, over 
and over again, to some of the finer characteristics of the 
French, the total effect of his remarks on the French, po 
Utically and intellectu^ly, is irritating to the admirers of 
that great nation. He knew them only through boots or by 
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casnal observation of stray Frenchmen he met; for he was 
never oat of the British Islands, and never experienced 
that sudden awakening of a positive affection for the 
French which comes infallibly from even a single visit to 
their lightsome capital. On the other hand, though Scot- 
land was bis home for so large a part of his life, he secma 
never to have contracted the least sympathy with anything 
distinctively Scottish. Even his Toryism was specially 
English or South-British. But, like all other parts of bis 
creed, his Toryism was of a highly intellectual kind, with 
features of its own. In such questions, for example, as 
that of the continuance of flowing and other brutal forms 
of punishment in the army and navy and elsewhere, he 
parted company with the ordinary mass of Tories, leaving 
his curse with them in that particular, and went with the 
cun'ent of Badical sentiment and opinion. How far he 
was carried, by hia candour of intellect and depth and ac- 
curacy of scholarship, from the ordinary rut of party com- 
monplace, may be judged also from his little paper entitled 
Falsification of Unglish History. It is a gallant Httle pa- 
per, and one of the best rebukes in our language to that 
systematic vilification of the Puritan Revolution, the Eng- 
lish Commonwealth, and the Eeign of Cromwell, which has 
come down in the Anglican mind as an inheritance from 
the Restoration, and still vulgarises so much of our schol- 
arship and our literature. 

The Dialogues of the Three Templars and the Logic of 
Political Economy are De Quinoey's chief contributions to 
the literature of Economic Science. As to the literary 
deftness of the essay and the treatise there is no doubt. 
For cutting lucidity of exposition and beauty of style they 
are to be envied by most writers on Political Economy. 
Thia seems to have been felt by Mr. John Stuart Mill, who 
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mentions De Qiiiacey with respect, and uses qnotations 
from him thankfully in parts of his standard work. The 
qnestion ratber is, whether De Quincey has any title, such 
ss he himself seemed to claim, to the character of an orig- 
inal thinker in the matter of the science. Mr. Mill's lan- 
gaage in one place appears to negative this claim, though 
verygeotly; and the question has been re-opened, in De 
Quincey's interoat, by Mr. Shadworth Hodgson in an es- 
say entitled De Quiucey as PoUtka.1 McunomiH. Eoough 
here on that matter. 

If De Quincey surpasses himself anywhere in his didac- 
tic papers, it is in those that concern Literary Theory and 
Criticism. No English writ«r has left a finer body of di&- 
quisitiou on the science and principles of Literature than 
will be found in De Quincey's general papers entitled Rhet- 
oric, Style, and Language, and his Letters to a Vovng Man, 
together with his more particular articles entitled Theory 
cf Oreek Tragedy, The Antigone of Sopkoeles, Milton, 
Millon versus Soulkey and Landor, Alexander Pope, Lord 
Carlisle on Pope, Schhsser'i Literary History of the Eigh- 
teenth Century, and On WordgwoTtlCs Poetry. There, or 
elsewhere in De Quiacey, will be found the last word, so 
far as there can be a last word, on some of the most im- 
portant questions of style or literary art, and a treatment 
of literary questions throwing back into mere obsolete in- 
eptitude the literary theories of such masters of the eigh- 
teenth century as Addiaon and Johnson, and of such of 
their successors as the acute Jeffrey and the robust but 
coarse-grained Whately. Goethe, the greatest literary 
critic that ever lived, was more comprehensive and uni- 
versally tolerant; but De Quincey was facile prineeps, to 
the extent of his touch, among the English critics of his 
generation. He acknowledged that he bad received somo 




^m 



MI.] CLASSIFICATION ASD REVIEW. 181 

of his leading ideas in literary art from Wordsworth origi- 
nally; but whatever he derived from Wordaworth was ma- 
tured by so much IndepeDdent reflection, and so modified 
by the peculiarities of his own temperament, that the re- 
sult was a system of precepts differing from Wordswortb'o 
in not a few points. 

One of the best known of De Quincey's critical maxims 
is bis distinction, after Wordsworth, between the Litera- 
ture of Knowledge, which he would call Literature only by 
courtesy, and the Literature of Power, which alone h' 
garded an Literature proper. My belief is, that the dis- 
tinction has been overworked in the form in which De 
Quincey put it forth, and that it would reijnire a great deal 
of re-explicatioQ and modification to bring it into defensi- 
ble and permanent shape. As it would be unpardonable, 
however, to omit this De Quinceyism in a atetch of De 
Quincey's opinions, here i& one of the passages in which 
he expounds it : 
■The LiTERiTiriut ov Knowi-BaioK ixo thk Litebatdm or Powan. 

" In thiLC gr^at social organ which, coUectiTelj, we call Literatnni, 
there may be distinguisbed two separate ufGcea that ma; blend aud 
often do GO, but capable, aererall;, of a severe inaulation, and natu- 
rally Stied for reciprocal repul^on. There is, Brst, tbe literature of 
tnoio/edge, and, aecondlj, the literature of poaer. The tnnctdon of the 
first is to leaeA ; the function of the second is to move : the first 
rudder, the second an oar or a sail. The Qrst speaks to the mere 
cursive underataDding ; the second speaks ultunately, it may happen, 
to the higher understacding or reason, but always Ihro'ig/i affections 
of pleaaucc and svnipathy. Remotely, it may travel towards an ol 
ject seated in what Lord Bacon calls dry liglit ; but, proiimately, 
does and must operate, else it ceases t» he a literature ofpauvr, i 
and through that humid light which clothes itself in the mists an 
glittering iris of human pa9SionH, desires, and geuial emotions. Me 
have so little reflecti.'d on the higher functions of literature as to find 
it a paradox if one should describe it as a mean or subordinate 
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pose of books to give infonnsdoD. But ihU Is a paradox only in tlta 
acnae which muteB IL honourable to be paradoxical. Whenever wa 
talk in ordinary language of Beeking information or gaining knowl- 
edge, we underatand the words as wmnected with sometliing of ahs* 
lute novelty. But it ia the grandeur of all truth which can occupy & 
very high place in human interests that it ia otTer absolutely novel 
to tlio meanest of minds : it exiata eternally by way of germ or latent 
principle in tbe lowest aa in the highest, needing to be developed, but 
□ever to be planted. To be capable of tranaplantadoa is the imme- 
diate criterion of a truth that ranges on a lower scale. Besides 
which, there is a rarer thing than truth — namely, pouter, or deep synv 
patby with truth. . . . Were it not that huuun sensibilitieB are venti- 
lated aud continually called out into exercise by the great pbenomeiui 
of infancy, or of real life as it moves through chance and change, or 
of literature bb it re-conibines these elemenia in the mimicries <rf 
poetry, romance, &c., it is certain that, like any animal power or 
muscular energy falling into disuse, all such Sensibilities would grad- 
ually drop aud dwindle. It is in relation M these great inora^ capac- 
ities of man that the literature of power, as contradistiDguiabed from 
that of knowledge, lives and has its field of action. It is concerned 
with what ia highest in man ; for the Scriptures themselves never 
condescended to deal, by auggeation or co - operation, with the mere 
discursive understanding; when speaking of man in his inteHeotoal 
capacity,the Scriptares speak not of the understandiug, but of 't&« 
vndentart^Tig heart' — making the heart, i. c, the great intuitive (or 
non-discursive] organ, to be the interchangeable formuhi for man In 
bis highest state of capacity for the infinite. Tragedy, romance, 
fairy tale, or epopee, ail alike restore to man's mind the ideals ol 
justice, of hope, of truth, of mercy, of retribution, which else (left to 
the support of daily lite in its realities) wonld languish for want of 
BuBident illustradon. . . . Eence the prc-cminuncy over all authors 
that merely ieaeh of the meanest that movfi, or that teaches, if at all, 
indirectly by movmg. Tbe very highest work that has ever existed 
in the literature of knowledge is but a protiaional work, a book upon 
trial and sufferance, and tptamdiu bene ae geaserii. Let its leaohing 
be even partially revised, let it be but expanded, nay, let its teaching 
be but placed m a. better order, and instantly it is superseded. 
Whereas tbe feeblest works in tbo literature of power, surviving at 
all, survive as Gnished and unalterable amongst men. For instance, 
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the Frincijna of Sir Isaac Newwn waa k book miHtanl on earth from 
the ftrat. In all atagc9 of its progress it would huve to fight for <ta 
exiatence — first, as regarda absolute truth ; secondly, when that com- 
bst was OTGT, as regards its form or mode of pres«uting the truth. 
Aod, as soon as a La Flsce, or anybody else, builds higher apoa the 
foundatioDS laid by this book, effectually he tbroira k out of the aun- 
ahine into decay and darkness; by weapons even from this book ha 
supGraDDUBtes and deatroys this book, so that soon the name of New- 
ton remaina as a mere nominu umbra, but bia book, as a living power, 
has traosniigrated into other forma. Now, on the contrary, the Iliad, 
the Prometheut of .^obylus, the OlhfUo or Kiny Lear, the Hamlet or 
Maabdlt, OP the Paradise Loal, are not militant, but triumphant for 
ever, as long as the languages exist in which they speak or can be 
taught to apeak. Tbey never can transmigrate into new incarnations. 
To reproduce Ihem in new forms or variations, even if in some tilings 
they should be improved, would be to plagiarise, A good steam- 
engine ia properly superseded by a better. But one lovely pastoral 
valley is not superseded by another, nor a statue of Praxiteles by a 
Btatue of Michael Angelo,"— Works, VIII. .1-9. 

m. iMiQiNATivK WaiTisas iso Prose Poetry. 
Id this class may be reckooed the followiog : 

L HiTMOROcg EiTEiVAOiSZAS: — The paragon in this kiad i«, of 
course. Murder Coiundered at Out of the Ftne Arbi. There ara, how- 
ever, occasional passages of frolicsome invention through the other 
papers ; and the entire paper Sortilege and A^rohgy may be taken 
as ajeu d'etpril of the same sort. 

n. INCIDENIS OF Real Live and Passages ov History Treated 
IiuaiiiATivELY ; — In addition to the poetic versions of incidents from 
real life that are interwrought with the eipreasly autohiographlo 
writings, there ought to be mentioned specially the paper entitled 
Burly Memorial* of Oratmere, It ia the sWry of the loss of two 
peasants, a husband and his wife, among the hills, during a snow- 
storm in the Lake District, in the year ISOT. Id the same group, 
on grounds of literary principle, may bo reckoned the story called The 
S^Knanh Military Nun and the paper entitled Joan of Arc, Aa has 
been already hinted, 7%e Revolt of the Tartars might rank in the aame 
high company. 

III. N0VE1.ETTE8 AND BoMiNOBS: — Chief among these is De Quin- 
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or rotunce, Sloidrrham, pablUhed in 1833; 
tdiided ID the edition of hU collected vorkB, 
t in anj form, to uij of het Uajestjr'i stib- 
je«i,axoep( faj imponation of ui Amerkui reprint. In eonoeiion 
v'nl) tbi* wdepeadeiK aticmpt in prwe SctiotL, we may remember the 
Aort morj or norelene called Tie ^m^cr (r^rioled in ToL XVX 
fitrai Oaelcwaoitt Magaant of 1838) and WaOaAmir, the paeudo- 
Waverler Xorel of 1S21, which Dr Quintef InnslkWd from the Get. 
man. Tb^re arc besides, hndc noreletles from the German, reprint- 
ed in the ooIlectJTe edition. 

rv. VaMi PHjjiTiinis ASD Ltucs : — Although De Quinoey ranked 
the whole of bia Oiw/anona as properlj an example of that "mode 
proae" in wtuch he thought there had been tew or 
n EngUsh, it ii enough here to rvmembei thoae parts 
«f the OmfeaioHi irtiich mai' be distinguished as " dream phanta. 
aies." To be added, under our present heading (beudes passages in 
the Autobiographie SteUka), are Thi Daug/iler <// Li/tmon, tho ei- 
traordinarr paper in three parts called 7^ EiigliA Mail Coaek, and 
Ihe little cluster of fragmeDts called Siupiria de PmftmJia (c. a, 
"Sighs from the Depths"), hting a &vuJ to lie Cmfeaiont ef an 
RifftiA Opinmreater. In fiict, however, Only three of the sii frag- 
ments there gathered under the common name of "Saspiria" are 
rither "lyrics" or " phantaaiea," the rest bang oritieal or psycholog- 
ical. The three entitled to a place here are those entitled ZfviMa 
and Our Ladies of StmHc, SatHoauiAJa-JfaF, and Maiuiriai Siapiria, 

The celebrity of the essay On Murder Congidered a» 
One of Ihe Fine Arts is not surprising. The ghastly 
origiualitj of the conception, the humorous irony with 
which it ia BUatained by stroke after stroke, and the mad 
frenzy of the closing scene, where tho assembled club of 
amateurs in murder, with Toad-in-the-hole leading them, 
drink their toasts and sing their chorus in honour of ceiv 
tMn superlative specimens of their favourite art, leave an 
impression altogether exceptionol, as of pleasure mixed 
illegitimately with the for^'iddeu and horrible. For t 
lighter and more genial specimen of De Quincey in hit 
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■whimsical vein, Sortilege and Astrology may be cordially 
recommended. To paaa from sach papers to Early Me- 
moriah of Orasmere, The Spanish Military Nun, and 
Joan of Arc, gives one a fresh idea of the versatility of 
his powers. The first, describing winter among the Eng- 
lish Lakes, and telling the tragic story of George and 
Sarah Green, and of the bravery of their little girl left in 
chaise of the cottage to which they were never to return 
alive, has all the mournful beauty of a commemorative 
prose-poem. The second, which is a narrative, from his- 
torical materials, of the adventures of a daring Spanish 
girl, in man's disguise, first in Spain and then in the Span- 
ish parts of the new world, in the beginning of the seven- 
teenth century, ia in De Quincey's most characteristic 
style of mingled humour and earnostness, and has all the 
fascination of one of the best of the Spanish picaresque 
romances. The paper on Joan of Arc, though brief, is 
nobly perfect. "What is to be thought of k&r? What 
ia to be thought of the poor shepherd girl from the bills 
and forests of Lorraine, that, like the Hebrew shepherd 
boy from the bills and forests of Jndea, rose suddenly 
out of the quiet, out of the safety, out of the religii 
spiration, rooted in deep pastoral solitudes, to a ( 
in the \'s,n of armies, and to the more perilous s 
at the right hand of kings f Opening in this strain of 
poetic solemnity, the paper maintains the same high tone 
throDghout ; and, if it does not leave the question an- 
swered by enshrining the image of the Maid of Orleans 
in a sufficient vision of glory, there ia no auch answer in 
the English language. 

De Quincey included in bis collected works two short 
tales of clever humour, called The Incognito, or Count 
Fitzhum, and The King of Hayti, and a third, called Tha 
N 9 
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Dice, & short story of ilevUry and black art, describ<Dg 
the first as " traoslated from the German of Dr. Schultze." 
and the other two merely as " from the German," Pass- 
ing these and a fourth tale, called The Fatal Marktman, 
which is somewhat in the style of the third, and seems 
also to be from the Gcrninn (though that is Dot stated), 
we have, as the siogle original novelette of De Quince} 
among the collected works, the strange piece called 71ia j 
Avenger. It is a story, wholly fantastic and sensational, 
but qnito in De Quincey's vein, of a series of appalling 
and mysterious murders supposed to happen in a German 
town in the year 1816, and of the astounding discovery 
at last that they have all been the work of a certain mag- 
nificent youth, Masimiliau Wycdham, of mised Englisb 
and Jewish descent, and of immense wealth, who had 
come to reside in the town, in the house of one of tha 
University professors, with high Russian credentials and 
universal acceptance among the citizens. He bad coma 
thither nominally to complete hia studies, but really in 
pursuit of a secret scheme of vengeance upon those of thf 
inhabitants who had been concerned in certain deadly in 
juries and dishonours done to his family, and espeeiail; 
to hia Jewish mother. The story does not appear to havt 
been much read; and admirers of Dc Quincey may judgti 
from this description of it whether it is worth looking up. 
It may be even more necessary to give some account of 
Kloaterimm, or the Masque. 

As originally published by Blackwood in 1832, it was 
a small prettily-printed volume of 305 pages, without De 
Quincey's name after the title, but only the words " By 
the English Opium-eater." It would make about half a 
volume in the collective edirion of the works, were it in- 
cluded there. 
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The scene of the story is an imaginary German city, 
Klosterheim, with its foreat-neighbourhood ; and the time 
if* the winter of 1633, with part of the year 1634, or just 
at that point of the gi'eat Thirty Years' War when, after 
the death of Guatavaa Adolphua, his Swedish generals are 
maintdning the war against the Imperialists, and all (Ger- 
many is in confusion and misery with the marchings and 
counter-marchings, the ravagings and counter-ravagings, 
of the opposed armies. The Klostcrheimers, as good 
Catholics, are mainly in sympathy with the IroperialiBts, 
but are in the pecnliar predicament of being subject to a 
gloomy and tyrannical Landgrave, who, though a bigoted 
Homaa Catholic, has reasons of his own for cultivating 
the Swedish alliance, and is in fact in correspondence with 
the Swedes. A leading spirit among them, and especially 
among the TJnircrsity students, is a certain splendid 
soldier-youth, Maximilian, a stranger from a distance. So, 
when the Klostorheimoi-s are in excitement over the ap- 
proach to their city, through the forest, of a travelling 
mass of pilgrims, under Imperialist convoy, ali the way 
from Vienna, and over the chances that the poor pilgrims 
may he attacked and cnt to pieces by a certain brutal Hol- 
keratein, the head of a host of marauders who prowl 
through the forest, who but this Maximilian b the man to 
execate the general desire of Klosterheim by evading the 
orders of the cruel Landgrave and carrying armed aid to 
the pilgrims! Well that be has done so ; for in the midst 
of the pilgrim-cavalcade, and the chief personage in it, is 
his own lady-love, the noble Faalina, a relative of the Em- 
peror, and entrusted by him with despatches. The lovera 
meet ; and, save for a night-alarm, in the course of which 
the portmanteau of secret despatches is abstracted by rob- 
bers from Lady Paulina's carriage, there Is no accident till 



L 




»r«>»J 



mod l j«f I gi "T* ' vkl Ifift BBoaW iiiiiuiii liwl cohm tv Ut 

ed it by o^K Binm. fii Thi iiiwft iif iTiiii miiililiiia lliu 
^DOiBf iu«i|fa BM^tfae htf Udw to tb« wie hA e J Matt 
koag ^ 4ntfc «£ b» 4aagtav by « uot^E of kn o«m 
■iv Cor tk* canenCim tf Ik I«d; Fknbn. 



mU! 

toitf , and eoAniDa witb tbe wiyAiUc Bonil 

1^ rtaifentay aad witk ■■ old aa^dil af tl 

done the whde banBew; tni As oaljr Uood m^f n 

ia the eonrse of it had bees tl^ of ibe [ 

betrayed by acddeict, lad itabbed by k 

Sucb b De Qimcej's ase-YDhnne roinaMe, a | 
foraiaace, doabtieas for the sake of a Ettle ■ 

wben be settled in Edinborgb. Was b 
of it afterwards, that be did aot reprint it! 
neceMity for that; for. tboogb the st<ny does i 
the craft of a ^ Walw Scott, it is by do meana 
its preposteroas kind. The style, at all events, is 
ably careful, with a marble be»uiT of sentence that n 
one liD)^ as one read& 

There remains to be noticed, in the last place, that Tcry 
■peciAl portion of De Qaincey's nritings of the imagina- 
tive order for which he claimed distinction above the rest, 
as illoKtratiDg "a mode of impftsaiooed prose " bnt slightly 
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represented before in English Literature. It may be ques- 
tioned, however, wbetber the pieces for which he claimed 
this distinction are described most exactly by the phrase 
"irapasaioned prose." Their pecnliarity is not so ranch 
that they arc impassioned in any ordinary sense as that 
they are imaginative or poetical after a very definite and 
rather rare sort. It waa one of the distinctions of De 
Quincey'a intellect that it could pass from that ordinary or 
discursive exercise of itself which consists in expounding, 
reasoning, or investigating, to that poetic exercise of itself 
which consists in the formation of visions or phantasies ; 
and it did, in fact, so pass on those occasions more partic- 
ularly when it was moved by pathos or by the feeling of 
the mysterious and awful. What is most observable, there- 
fore, in the pieces under notice is, that they exhibit the 
operation of those two constitutional kinds of emotion 
upon De Quincey's intellectual activity, transTuuting it 
from the common or discursive mode to that called poetic 
imagination. Inasmuch as it is the implicated feeling or 
sentiment that moves the intellectual process, and inasmach 
as there are marks of this in the rhythmical or lyrical char- 
acter of the result, there is do great harm in calling that 
result impassioned prose, especially if we keep to the lim- 
itation stipulated by De Quincey's own phrase, "a mode of 
impassioned prose ;" but it is better, ail in all, to define the 
writing nnd n 'deration as examples of a peonliar 

"mode f ma na prose," and, if further definition is 
wanted f h p 1 ar mode of prose poetry, to call it 
Prose Plan a y a d Lyrk, or Lyrical Prone Phantoiy. 
De Qo n ey was n ously and deliberately an artist in 
this form of p ose po ry, and has left specimens of it that 
have very few parallels in English. One ought to remem- 
ber, however, bow much he must have been influenced by 
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the prerions example of Jean PanI Richter, Of hU admi- 
ration of the famous Gerniao before be had himself began 
his career of literature there is proof in his article on Rich- 
ter pobli^hed in the London Magazine in December, 18S1, 
JDst aftor the appearance of his Con/eMiong in their first 
form in the same mafrazine; and one observes that among 
the translated "analects" from Richter which accompanied 
or followed that article, and were intended to introdaoe 
Kicbter to the English pnbHc, were T/ie Happy Life of a 
Parish Priest in Sweden and the JDream upon the Universe, 
both of them specimens of Kichter's peculiar art of prose 
phantasy. There can be no doabt that Kichter's example 
in such pieces influenced De Quincey permanently. But, 
though he may have iearnt something from Richter, he waa 
an original master in the same art. 

One might go bach here on his Joan of Arc, and some 
of the other writings of which account has been already tak- 
en, and claim for them, or for parts of them, fresh recogni- 
tion in our present connexion. But let us confine ourselves 
to the writings to which De Qnincey seems to have pointed 
more especially, and which Lave been already enumerated. 

To the famous passages of " dream-phantasy " in the 
Opium Confessions wo need not re-advert farther than to 
asy that, extraordinary as they are as a whole, one may 
fairly object to pailA of them, as to some of the similar 
dream-phantasies in Richter, that they fail by too much 
obtrusion of artistic self-consciousness in their construction, 
and sometimes also by a swooning of the power of clear 
and consecutive vision iu a mere piling and excess of 
imagery and sound. The stroke on the mind at the time 
is not always equal to the look of the apparatus for inflict- 
ing it; and the memory does not retain a sufficient scar. 
~~ -iach objection can be urged against The Daughter of 
I 
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Lehawm, a fine visionary lyric of seTen pages, figuring an 
early sad miraculous conversion to Christiunity in the per- 
son of an ideal girl of Damascus, Nor woald any of De 
Qaioccy's readers give up tiie first two sections o£ The 
Snglith Mail Coach, sub-titled " The Glory of Motion " 
and " The Vision of Sudden Death." There is nothing 
in Jean Paul quite like these. 

In the first we are hock in the old days between Trafal- 
gar and Waterloo. Drawn up at the General PoslKiffice, in 
Lombard Street, and waiting for the hour to start, wa see 
His Majesty's mails — carriages, harness, horses, lamps, the 
dresses of driver and guard, all in the perfection of Eng- 
lish equipment, and, if there has been news that day of a 
great victory, then the laurels, the oak-leaves, the flowers, 
the ribbons, in addition. Seating ourselves beside the 
driver on one of the mails, we begin our journey of three 
hmidred miles along one of the great roads, north or weet, 
leaving Lombard Street at a quarter past eight in the even- 
ing. How, once out into the country, we shoot along, 
horses at gallop, the breeze in our faces, hedges and trees 
and fields and homesteads rushing past us in the darkness 
which we and our lamps are cleaving like a fiery arrow ! 
How,at every stopping-station, there are the lights and 
bostle at the inn-door, and the laurels and other bedizen- 
ments we carry are seen ere we have well stopped, and we 
shout " Badajoz " or " Salamanca " in explanation, or what- 
ever else may have been the last victory, and the hostlers 
and other ion-folk take up the huzza, and it is one round 
of congratulation and hand-shaking while we stay 1 But, 
punctually to the minute, having changed horses, and left 
the news palpitating in that neighbourhood, we are on 
f^in, horses at gallop, coach-lamps burning, and we beside 
the driver on the front scat, conscious that we are carrying 
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the eame news with us to neighbourhoods still ahead ! On, 
OD, stage after stage, in the same fashion, still cleaving the 
darkness, the horse-hoofs always audible and the coach- 
Jamps always burning, till the darkness yields to a sOver 
glimmer and the glimmer to the glare of day ! Such is 
the series of sensations De Quincey has contrived to give 
us in his prose-poem called "The Glory of Motion." In 
the sequel, entitled " The Vision of Sudden Death," we 
are still on tho same night journey by eoach, or rather on 
one later night journey on the Northern road between mxty 
and seventy years ago, with the difference that the glory 
of motion is now turned into horror. Prosaically de- 
scribed, the paper is a recollection of a fatal accident by 
collision of the mail, in a very dark part of tho road, Avith 
a solitary vehicle containing two persons, one of them a 
woman ; but it is for the paper itself to show what the in- 
cident becomes in De Quincey's hands. It passes into a 
third paper, still under the same general title of The Eng- 
liih Mail Coach; which third paper, indeed, bears the ex- 
traordinary sub-title of " Dream-Fugue, founded on the pre- 
ceding theme of Sudden Death." I cannot say that this 
"dream-fugue," which is offered as a lyrical finale to the 
little series, in visionary coherence with the preceding 
pieces, accomplishes its purpose very successfully. It is 
liable to the objection which may he ui^ed, as we have 
said, against other apeoimens of De Quincey in the pecul- 
iar art of dream -phantasy. The artifice is too apparent, 
and the meaning is all but lost in a mere vague of music 

Of the three scraps of the Stispiria that are entitled to 
rank among the lyrical prose phantasies, viz., Levana and 
Our Ladies of Sorrow, Savannah-ia-Mar, and MeTnorial 
Suspiria, only the first is of much importance. But that 
scrap, written in De Quincey's later life, is of aa high im- 
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portance as anything he ever wrote. It is, perhaps, the 
highest and finest thing, and also the most constitationfilly 
Hignificant, in all De Qaincey. Fortunately, the essential 
core of it can be quoted entire. All that it is neceasary 
to premise is, that " Levana" was the Roman Goddess of 
Education, the divinity who was supposed to " lift up " 
every newly-born human being from the earth in token 
that it should live, and to rule the influences to which it 
should be subject thenceforth till its character ahnuld be 
fully formed : 

"The Tiiree Ladies or Soubow. 

" I knoir tbem thoroughly, and bave walked in al! their kingdoms. 
Three sisters tliej are, of ane mysterious household ; and their pattis 
are wide apart ; but of their dominion there is no end. Them I eaw 
often conversing with Levana, and sometimes about myself. Do they 
talk, then? Oh, no! Mighty phantoms like these disdain the inflrmi- 
IJes of language. They may utter voices through the oi^ans of man 
when they dwell in human hearts, but amongst themselves there ia 
□o Toico nor sound ; eternal silence reigns in their klngiloms. They 
spoke not, aa the; talked with Levana ; they whispered not ; they 
sang not; though oftentimes methougbt they nig/U have sung: for 
I upon earth had heard their mysteries often^mes deciphered by 
harp and timbrel, by dulcimer and organ. Like God, whose servants 
they are, they utter their pleasure, not by sounds that perish, or by 
words that go astray, but by signs in heaven, by changes on earth, 
by pulses in secret rivers, heraldries painted in darkness, and hiero- 
glyphics written on the tablets of the brain, T/ieg wheeled in msaea ; 
/spelled the steps. T^ telegraphed from afar; /read the signals. 
TTtei) conspired together ; and on the mirrors of darkness tny eye 
traced the plots. TAMn were the symbols ; mine are the words. 

"What is it the sisters are? What is it that they doF Let me 
describe their form and their presence ; if form it were that still 
fiuctuated in its outline, or presence it were that for ever advanced 
to the front or for ever receded amonpt shades. 

" The eldest of the three is named Mater LatJirymartsm, Oar Lady 
of Tears. She it is that night and day raves and moans, calling for 



iM 



: QUKCEY. 



Taiushed fiees. She stood in Roma, whe 
entation — Rachel weeping for ber childr 
foned. She it nns that stood iu Bethlvhem 
od'a sword awep 



. voice was heard of Ibid- 
uid refusing lo be com- 
in the night wbeo Her- 
ind the little feet were 
atiSened for cvi^r, which, heard at times as the; tottered aloDg floors 
overhead, woke pulses of lore in hoosehold hearts that were not un- 
marked in heaven. Her ojea are sweet and subtle, wild and sleepy, 
b} turns ; oftentimes rising to the clouds, oftentimes challenging the 
heavens. She wears a diadem round ber head. And I knew bj 
childish memories that she could go abroad upon the winds, when 
ahe heard the eobbiog of litanies or the thundering of organs, and 
when ebe beheld the mustering of snmmer clouds. This sister, the 
eldest, it is that carries keys more thao papal at her girdle, which 
open ever; cotlago and every palace. She, to my knowledge, sat all 
last summer bv the bedside of the blind beggar, bim that ea ofteu 
and so gladly I talked with, whose pious daugfaler, eight years old, 
with the simny oountcnaDce, resisted the tomptations of play and 
village mirth to travel all day long on duaty roada witli her afflicted 
father. For this did God send her a great reward. In the spring 
time of the year, and whilst her own spring was budding, he r&ialled 
her to himsL-lf. But her blinil father mourns for ever over her; still 
he dreams at midnight that the little guiding hand is locked within 
bis own; and still he awakens to a darkness that is now nithJD a 
second and a deeper darkness. This Mater Lachri/maTian also has 
been sitting all this winter of 1844-5 within the bedchamber of the 
Ciar, bringing before hia eyes a daughter, not less pious, that vanish- 
ed to God not less suddenly, and left behind her a darkoese not less 
profound. By the power of the keys it is that Our Lady of Tears 
glides, a ghostly intruder, into the chambers of sleepless men, sleep- 
less women, sleepless children, from Ganges to the Nile, from Kile to 
Mississippi. And her, because she is the first-born of her hoase, and 
has the widest empire, let us honour with the title of Madonna. 

" The second sister is called MtOsr Siupirioruin, Our Lady of 
Sighs. She never scales the clouds, nor walks abroad upon the 
winds. She wears no diadem. And her eyes, if they were . ever 
seen, would be neither sweet nor subtle; no man could read their 
story; they would be found filled with perishing dreams, and with 
wrecks of forgotten delirium. But she raises not her eyes; her 
head, on which sits a dilapidated turban, droops for ever, for ever 
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fasteoa on the dast. Sbe wpeps not. She groaas not. But 
BJgfas inindibly at intcrTslB. Her sister, Ma.ilonna, is oftentimeB 
Btonay and frantio, raging iti the bigheat againat heaveii, and de- 
manding back her dnrllngs. But Our Lady of Sighs never clamour^ 
never defies, dreams not of rebellious aspirations. She is humble 
to aTijectDees. Hers is the meekness that, betoDga ia the hopelea 
Munnup she may, but it is in her sleep. Whisper she may, but it ia ■ 
to herself in the twilight Mutter she does at dmes, but it ia in 
ilary plaecs chat are desolate as she is desolate, m mined dllee, and 
nhen tha sun bas gone down to bia rcsl. This sister is tho vi( 
of tbe Pariah, of the Jew, of the bondsman to the oar in the Medi- 
terranean gaUcys ; of tbe English crimioal in Norfolk lalaod, blotted 
out from the boobs of remembraoce in aneet far-off England ; of th« 
baffled penitent reverting his eyes for ever upon s solitary grave, 
which to him seems the altar overthrowo of some past and bloodf 
8acrifli!e,on which altar no oblatiooa can dow be availing, whethar 
towards pardon that he might implore, or towards reparation that he 
might attempt. Every alave that at noonday looks up to llie tropi- 
cal sun with timid reproach, as he points with one hand to the earth, 
our general mother, but for him a step-mother — as he paints with the 
other hand to the Bible, our general teacher, but against Aim sealed 
and sequestered; every woman silting in darkness, vrithout love b 
aheller her head, or hope to illumine her solitude, because tbe hear- 
en-bom instincts kiudling in her nature germs of bolj affection*, 
which God implanted in her womanly bosom, having been stifled by 
aodal necessities, now burn sullenly to waste, like sepulchral latnpi 
amongst the ancients ; every nun defrauded of her unretuming May- 
time by wicked kinsmen, whom God will judge ; all that are betrayed, 
and all that are rejected ; outcasts by traditionary law, and children 
of hereditary disgrace — all these walk with Our Lady of Sgha. 
llso carries a key, but she needs it little. For her kingdom is chiefly 
amongst the tents of Sbem, and the houseless vagrant of every clime^ 
Yet in the very highest walks ot man she finds chapels of her own] 
and even in glorious England there are some that, to the world, cu 
■7 their heads aa proudly as the reindeer, who yet secretly have n 
ceived her mark upon their foreheads, 

" But the third sister, who is also the youngest — ! Hush ! whispe 
whilst we talk ot her/ Her kingdom ia not lai^e, or else no fleal 
ahould Uve ; but within that kingdom all power is hers. Her heed^ 
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vitli tiger's lespa. Sbe curie* bo ke? ; for, Utoogb coming ni«lj 
amoDgst men, abe MonM >U doots U iriiich ebe is penoitled to eclia 
at all. Aiul Ao- Dame is JUa- T h trf miiim , Our Ladj of DarknewL" 

This is pro&e-po«trT ; bnt it is more. It is a penoanent 
addition to tbe mytholi^y of tlie hnman race. As tlie 
Graces are three, as the Fates are three, as the Furies are 
three, as the Moses were onginally three, so inaj- Uie va- 
rieties and degrees of misery that there are in the world, 
and the proportions of their distribation among mankind, 
be represented to the human imagioation for ever bj De 
Quiuccy's Three Ladies of Sorrow and his sketch of theif 
flgircs and kingdoms. 
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